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'Ylotes and '(!;omment 
B y 
Has the Church Failed? 
ALL over the world angry little men are sticking their heads 
up out of the colossal wreck they 
have made of this world and are 
bleating that "the Church has 
failed." Timorous clergymen, al-
ways inclined to side in with the 
loudest voice, are taking up the 
refrain and probing the entrails 
of their denominations to find out 
what's wrong. Meanwhile souls are 
dying, and the work of the Church 
is stranded in a sea of standing 
committees. 
The church has always been a 
convenient scapegoat when things 
go wrong. Since very few people 
bother to find out what the 
Church actually is and what its 
purpose is, it is a perfect scape-
goat. The assumption seems to be 
that if the Church were doing its 
job, God would not be angry. And 
if God were not angry, we could 
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be back in the halcyon twenties 
building mansions in Florida and 
taking fliers on the stock market. 
Even if we assume that Lhe crit-
ics of the Church are speaking in 
the broad sense of the whole num-
ber of professed Christians, this 
sudden hullabaloo about the fail-
ure of the Church doesn't make 
sense. Church membership isn't 
some sort of insurance against bad 
days. And certainly the Church 
doesn't undertake to insure the 
whole world against the natural 
results of man's folly. 
Certainly the Church needs a 
thorough housecleaning. But that 
is no job for amateurs who became 
aware of its existence only when 
they started looking around for 
someone to take the blame for the 
mess we are in. And it is no job 
for idea-men who have some spec-
ifications they drew up in their 
spare time. 
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The Church was instituted by 
Jesus Christ to do His work. The 
only possible way for the Church 
to fail is for it to do His work 
poorly or not at all. We may, 
therefore, reasonably assume that 
the way for the Church to find out 
whether or not it has failed is for 
it to find out what mission it has 
from its Founder. 
The Savior left His followers 
only the simple charge, .. Ye shall 
be My witnesses." In other words, 
He gave the Church nothing to do 
but talk about Him. Not a word 
about the Church's place in labor 
relations or government or social 
affairs or recreation or share-the-
wealth movements. 
If the Church has failed, it has 
failed in its job of witnessing. And 
if that is the charge its critics are 
levelling at the Church, it must 
indeed plead guilty. But that sit-
uation will not be remedied by 
defensive action. The Church 
must take the offensive and wit-
ness with greater fervor and with 
more stinging effectiveness. It 
must give up the idea of trying to 
be a catch-all agency, a super-
morale organization, a board of 
wizards available for consultation 
when the stock market acts up or 
wars break out. There are other-
and more proper-agencies for 
.. serving tables." The Church is 
to preach Christ and His atone-
ment. And in order to do that, 
it must convict men of sin. 
They're charging now that the 
Church has failed. But if the 
Church should really start preach-
ing sin and atonement again, the 
cry that will go up will make 
these cries about the Church's 
failure sound like a whisper. And 
then, when the Church really has 
her enemies smoked out and set 
for battle, another great age in 
her history will have dawned. God 
hasten the day! 
Why Is War? 
MANY answers have been given 
to this question. There is 
one, however, which has been re-
ceiving little attention. It is that 
given publicity recently by James 
P. Whiteside, one of the contribu-
tors to the series of articles, "What 
Are We Fighting For?" published 
in recent weeks in the St. Louis 
Post-Dispatch. Mr. Whiteside an-
swers in part: 
War is part of the profit system. 
The traffic in arms, although more 
deadly than opium, has been a verit-
able bonanza. With fabulous wealth 
accruing from the manufacture of 
implements of carnage, is it any won-
der that vested interests receive with 
chafing impatience all suggestions of 
arms control? . . . 
It was just two weeks before Eng-
land and France declared war in 1939 
that Mr. Chamberlain, then Prime 
Minister of Great Britain, sensed the 
danger of hostilities, and cancelled 
--~' 
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ships of munitions from England to 
Germany, a traffic that had been 
enormous .... 
When Hitler began arming for his 
reign of terror, the United States, 
with the approval of the Preside~t 
and the Secretary of State, permitted 
Germany to use blueprints of Amer-
ican airplanes. American arms manu-
facturers vied with those of Britain in 
the Luciferian business of helping 
Hitler get ready for the most appal-
ling slaughter in all history. And the 
finish was a neck-and-neck affair with 
adding machines taxed to capacity 
computing profits .... 
When Japan set out to cut the 
throat of China, a peace-loving na-
tion, the United States and Great 
Britain sold Japan as much muni-
tions as she could pay for, and for 
several years the United States did so 
in violation of a neutrality law en-
acted by Congress. Thus it little be-
hooves democratic nations to con-
demn totalitarian villainy, since a 
plague is on both houses. . . . 
Here is a challenge for students 
of international affairs to provide 
Americans within some years after 
the war with data like those pre-
sented by Hanighen and Engel-
brecht in their book, Merchants 
of Death (1934) and by E. H. 
Engelbrecht in his One Hell of 
a Business (1934). Theirs was a 
lurid picture of the international 
armament industry before and 
during World War I. Would an 
expose of the armament industry 
before and during World War II 
be less damaging? 
History After the War 
T HERE's much talk these days about the postwar world. What 
kind of politics and what sort of 
politicians will reign supreme in 
our land and in other countries 
after the Axis has been smashed? 
What economic changes will take 
place? How will the science of 
sociology be affected? Ho:w will 
business fare? Will there be an-
other world-wide depression? Will 
the isolati6nists lord it over their 
opponents, or will the convictions 
of Franklin D. Roosevelt and 
Wendell Willkie have the upper 
hand? Will the blight of totali-
tarianism vanish from the earth? 
Will the road be smooth and 
straight for the onward march of 
communism? 
Prophets and would-be prophets 
are discussing all these questions 
and many more; but have you 
heard much talk about the books 
of the postwar world, particularly 
about the history books? If you're 
old enough to remember some of 
the things that happened after 
World War I, you'll recall that 
nations big and little concluded 
that their school histories were in 
need of revision. It was necessary, 
reasoned some observers, to place 
far less emphasis on nationalistic 
bias; others thought it unwise to 
eliminate abundant stress on na-
tionalism. Perhaps it comes back 
to you now that Big Bill Thomp-
son, of Chicago, decreed that it 
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was incumbent upon the citizens 
of the United States to kick King 
George out of America and that 
the ] apanese, whose divine em-
peror can never make a mistake 
even in matters historical, decided 
that it was the height of sacrilege 
to correct their Mikado. Didn't 
the Son of Heaven guide the 
brains and the pens of the J apa-
nese historians? Nippon, you see, 
couldn't do anything about her 
history books. What was written 
was written. 
In all probability there will be 
a tremendous upsurge in the book 
market after World War II. It will 
be particularly fascinating to study 
the histories concocted for school-
children. Wouldn't it be wonder-
ful if all cant, prejudice, chauvin-
ism, and hatred could be thrown 
away as garbage? 
Nevertheless, it seems safe to 
predict that when the learned 
heads of the postwar nations get 
together to discuss how history 
should be presented, altogether 
too many of them will cloak their 
pet beliefs and intentions under 
a solemn decision to be objective 
and to tell the truth. Then they'll 
be objective as their own bias 
teaches them to be objective, and 
they'll tell the truth as they them-
selves want to see the truth. More 
often than not the real truth will 
go begging. 
Gilbert Murray, one of Eng-
land's great scholars, recently 
wrote words of wisdom in the 
Manchester Guardian about the 
presentation of history after the 
war. Here is what he said: 
The difficulties, in the main, are 
of two kinds. There is the difference 
between those who endeavour to 
apply ethical standards to all human 
conduct and the believers in "power 
politics" who think all ethical con-
siderations in international affairs 
simply irrelevant. Dr. Goebbels's 
doctrine "I do not care who is right; 
I only care who wins" has wider 
support in many countries than is 
generally admitted. There is also the 
difference between those who are able 
to admit that their own country has 
sometimes behaved dishonourably 
and those who find such a hypothesis 
utterly incredible. 
War Depraves 
W E shuddered at the reports about the bombings of Po-
land by the Germans and de-
nounced in no uncertain terms the 
devastation wrought in the strick-
en Polish cities, not only of build-
ings and homes but also of civilian 
men, women, and children. Then 
came news of the fate of Coventry 
and Southampton and the atro-
cious and merciless debacle in the 
Philippines, and we were more 
horrified. 
Since then the tables have been 
turned. Allied bombers are stag-
ing daily raids on cities in Ger--
many and the occupied countries. 
----~' 
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We read accounts of American 
bombings in Africa and on Medi-
terranean islands. Our victory in 
the Bismarck Sea is marked by the 
killing of 15,000 Japanese to the 
last man. Recently Dr. Haigh, 
Bishop of Coventry at the time 
when that city was destroyed by 
German bombings, said, "What is 
horrible and lamentable in Coven-
try and Southampton also is hor-
rible and lamentable in Wil-
helmshaven and Cologne." How 
many of us have lost the feeling 
of pity and have overcome shud-
dering? The newspaper accounts 
of these horrible incidents have 
certainly not incited our sympa· 
thy. We have become callous. 
War always has been, and still is, 
a terrible scourge of humanity. Its 
horror is not limited to the strick-
en and devastated areas. When 
the consciences of non-combatants 
become dulled and their finer feel-
ings give way to callousness, then 
Sherman's well-known epithet of 
war assumes its full significance. 
Pondering this situation 
brought to mind an incident from 
the life of David recorded in the 
Bible. When, as a result of his 
pride, King David was asked to 
choose one of three divine punish-
ments-famine, war, or pestilence 
-he chose the last, because he pre-
ferred falling into the hand of the 
Lord to falling into the hand of 
man. David understood the far-
reaching effects of ~ar. His expe· 
rience with war and bloodshed 
caused him to shrink from that 
most horrible scourge to which 
man can be subjected. 
Unfit for Service 
QNE quarter of the 18- and I9· 
year-olds examined under se-
lective service have been found 
unfit for military duty. This is the 
testimony of Col. Leonard G. 
Rowntree, chief of the medical 
division of National Selective Ser-
vice, given on occasion of the War 
Physical Fitness Training Institute 
held at Columbia University re-
cently. 
The major cause of rejection of 
approximately 2go,ooo out of I,· 
ooo,ooo teen-age boys examined 
was poor eyesight, which ac-
counted for 4·5 per cent, Colonel 
Rowntree reported. Other major 
causes were mental, 2.8; musculo-
skeletal, 2.3; cardio-vascular, 2, 
and educational deficiencies, 1.g. 
Of the first 2,ooo,ooo men ex-
amined, 50 per cent were rejected. 
After the Pearl Harbor attack, 
physical standards were lowered 
somewhat, but the lowest the re-
jections ever reached was 35 per 
cent. In the 45-year group 85 per 
cent were found unfit, he said. 
Laying the responsibility for 
this record to faulty school pro-
grams, Col. Rowntree declared 
that "we are a pampered race, ac-
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customed to too many luxuries. 
We must begin with the individu-
al early in life to build him up 
in body and mind," he said. He 
declared the alternative to a sounrl 
health program in the high schools 
and elementary schools was thou-
sands of deaths in battle. 
Meanwhile, Col. Theodore 
Banks, chief of the athletic and 
recreation branch of the War 
Department, called for a com-
bined program of competitive 
athletics and regimented condi-
tioning to produce leadership 
qualities, toughness, and agility. 
He said even those accepted for 
service are not fit for training. 
"There are lots of lives being 
lost in the Army because of the 
accumulation of fatigue and the 
lack of endurance and strength. 
Agility cannot be developed in the 
short training the Army gives. It 
must be developed during the 
boy's formative years in school." 
Animal Blood Plasma 
T HE outstanding achievement of medical science within the last 
few years is the success which it 
has had with human blood plas-
ma. It hardly seems credible that 
less than two and a half years 
ago, there were available less than 
5,ooo liters of human blood. On 
Jan. 1, 1941, when several noted 
British and American surgeons 
suggested to the Blood Transfu-
sion Association that they set a 
quota of 1oo,ooo pints of blood by 
July 1 of that year, they met with 
considerable opposition. Yet with-
in recent months as many as 8o,-
ooo pints of blood have been col-
lected in a single week in the 
United States. 
But the latest development in 
medical science is that experi-
ments are now under way to ob-
tain blood plasma suitable for 
human use from cattle and other 
animals. Said Dr. Charles R. 
Drew, Negro, head of the depart-
ment of surgery at Howard Uni-
versity, Washington, and one of 
the pioneers in the development 
of blood plasma in our country, 
in a recent interview: "Experi-
ments so far have failed to pro-
duce a type of plasma from animal 
blood which can be administered 
to humans without fatal shock. 
That, however, is a technical prob-
lem, and one which I am certain 
we will lick soon." At the same 
time, Dr. Dan H. Campbell of the 
California Institute of Technology 
reported that he successfully had 
given human beings one transfu-
sion of blood from cows or horses. 
The first transfusion, however, set 
up a hypersensitivity or allergy in 
the patient, making a second 
transfusion dangerous and prob-
ably fatal. 
Medical science has performed 
marvels in our age. Will it be 
----~1, 
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able to rescue and prolong human 
lives by transfusion of animal 
plasma? It seems to us that also in 
this instance Ersatz has its limi-
tations. 
War and the Public Schools 
W IDE-AWAKE observers are con-stantly warning us that the 
war will play havoc with educa-
tion in our land unless steps are 
taken to undo the harm which is 
being done today. A little more 
than a month ago Donald Du 
Shane, secretary of the democracy 
commission of the National Edu-
cation Association, declared that 
there will be a shortage of 75,000 
teachers in our public school sys-
tem next autumn if Congress neg-
lects to grant federal aid. "The 
states can't or won't support edu-
cation in the wartime economy," 
said Dr. Du Shane. He pointed 
out that even in the state of New 
York, where educational standards 
are high, there are at least 6,ooo 
teachers who receive salaries of less 
than $1,200 per year. Deploring 
the constantly growing tendency to 
employ boys and girls in industry 
"in the name of patriotism," he 
stated that "this country does not 
need to grind up its children to 
win the war" and warned that 
"if democrocy goes down and fas-
cism rises, it will be because of 
lack of education of the masses." 
Neglect of the 3o,ooo,ooo boys and 
girls of school age, Dr. Du Shane 
emphasized, will make "3o,ooo,ooo 
young voters ripe for fascist lead-
ers, as in Germany." 
The Postwar Transition 
Period 
I N April, 1942, The Falk Founda-tion appropriated $8o,ooo to 
The Brookings Institution for a 
series of studies of important as-
pects of the general problem of 
postwar demobilization and eco-
nomic reconstruction. In Decem-
ber, 1942, The Brookings Institu-
tion published its first report un-
der the title Collapse or Boom at 
the End of the War? We cannot 
forego publishing a few para-
graphs from the conclusion of this 
report. These read: 
The first two years or so after a 
war, as past experience reveals, are 
the easiest, not the hardest. Stimuli 
rooted in the war still continue-but 
in a reverse way. Just as the extraor-
dinary war demands stimulate and 
point the way for the expansion of 
production, so the accumulated needs 
resulting from wartime restrictions 
and the consequent shortages stim-
ulate and point the way to the re-
sumption of peace production on a 
vast scale in order to meet urgent 
replacement requirements. Economic 
difficulties are more likely to occur 
after the replacement period is over 
and the demand cycle produced by 
the war has ended. 
While we thus may look forward 
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with reasonable assurance to the pe-
riod of transition immediately follow-
ing this war, it should be soberly 
noted here that the replacement 
process will not of itself have solved 
our longer-run basic economic prob-
lems. That is to say during this inter-
val the forces responsible for a rela-
tively satisfactory level of production 
and employment will not have 
brought a solution of such problems 
as the following: (a) the huge public 
debt and the unbalanced budget; (b) 
the re-establishment of balanced in-
ternational trade and financial rela-
tions; (c) agricultural adjustment, 
both to the domestic and the world 
situation; (d) the relations of labor 
and management; (e) the mainte-
nance of an effective balance between 
consumption and productive capaci-
ty; and (f) effective co-operation be-
tween government and industry. The 
real test of this country's ability to 
maintain prosperous conditions will 
come after the comparatively easy 
period of transition (italics by us) . 
We ask: Why isn't it possible 
for American statesmen, finan-
ciers, economists, and industrial-
ists, in the light of these sober and 
what seem to us realistic consider-
ations, to think now seriously in 
terms of the immediate tasks that 
will have to be attended to in the 
transition period following the 
war rather than in terms of highly 
romantic and idealistic patterns 
of a postwar world which can be 
realized only in the measure in 
which the demands of the transi-
tion period have been met? 
Dogs versus Babies 
lfN a letter published in the re-
Jl cent issue of America we read: 
"On the outskirts of White Plains 
slumbers the little town of Harts-
dale. To the chance visitor, its 
chief attraction is a fashionable 
dog-cemetery surrounded with all 
the nostalgia of creeping ivy, wis-
teria, and pine. Here finely carved 
granite and marble mark the pass-
ing and house the bones of many 
a fond Fido." Then the writer 
adds that "it is common on a 
quiet Sunday afternoon to see 
tear-stained faces bent in grief 
over the tombs of dogs sleeping 
in their bony paradise." 
We must confess that we have 
little sympathy for a sentimental-
ity, all too common in certain 
circles of our land, that lavishes 
affection and money on dogs that 
would be more properly directed 
if they were bestowed upon chil-
dren. For there is something defi-
nitely wrong in a picture of hu-
man society that shows children 
ragged and undernourished and 
dogs pampered and petted and 
buried under marble tombstones. 
Our Lord accorded dogs their 
proper place when He said that 
they eat the crumbs that fall from 
their masters' table, and He gave 
the children their proper and 
God-ordained place, when He 
said, "Suffer the little children 
to come unto Me." 
I 
The PILGRIM 
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M A N N 
Notes on a Journey 
JOTTINGS on scraps of paper as the pull of circumstances takes 
me away from My Town for ten 
days. . . . There is something re-
markable about the way a crack 
train pulls out of a station. . . . 
The swift pickup, the rapid click-
ing of the wheels over switches, 
and the direct straightening out 
toward the goal 650 miles away. 
. . . This train will carry me there 
in less than eleven hours, smooth-
ly and comfortably .... 
I have always been fascinated 
by the railroads of America, prob-
ably the most efficient and most 
romantic development of modern 
science .... I happen to live in a 
town where there is always the 
echo of far horizons and long vis-
tas in the whistle of the trains in 
the valley .... I am especially 
happy, therefore, to read the fol-
lowing paragraph by James Nor-
man Hall in The Reader's Digest: 
Who invented the whistles for 
American locomotive engines? Per-
9 
haps there were many collaborators 
who perfected them over a long pe-
riod of years. Those men must have 
been poets at heart, who said to 
themselves: "The horns of Elfland 
shall not be sweeter to the ear than 
the varying tones of our whistles 
heard in the wide air of the prairie 
country on drowsy summer after-
noons, or coming from afar across 
the desert of Arizona, or reverber-
ating among the rocky fastnesses of 
the Continental Divide. They shall 
be in keeping with the spirit of a 
great continent. They shall give voice 
to its vastness and beauty, to the 
promise of its future. Their sound 
shall float over corn lands, over fields 
of wind-rippled wheat and oats and 
rye, and meadows where the cattle 
browse knee-deep in clover. They 
shall make midsummer peace the 
deeper, and midwinter loneliness on 
remote farms and in little towns less 
hard to bear. And they shall all mean 
to the ears and hearts of boyhood: 
'Over the hills and far away.' " 
Up through Ontario at dusk of 
a wet spring day .... Mile upon 
mile the rich black fields are un-
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der water .... At the edge of small 
towns, lying quiet under the set-
ting sun, boys are standing beside 
the track gazing in wonder at the 
engine .... It will be a sad day 
for America when the steam en-
gine is replaced by the dead ef-
ficiency of the Diesel motor .... 
The steam engine is a live thing. 
. . . Even its quiet whoosh as it 
stands in the station at the end of 
a long run has the sound of life. 
A stop-over in Detroit .... My 
faithful correspondent over there, 
who used to send me the best of 
Malcolm W. Bingay's columns in 
the Detroit Free Press, has deserted 
me. . . . I was glad to meet Bin-
gay again for a few days .... Ap-
parently he has been conducting a 
one-man discussion concerning the 
difficulty of tying bow ties .... He 
tells the weird story of a guest in 
a hotel who found himself unable 
to tie his bow tie shortly before an 
occasion which demanded full 
dress. . . . Frantically he ran out 
into the hall and asked the first 
man he met to tie it for him .... 
The stranger, tall and gaunt, fixed 
him with a glassy eye, ordered him 
to lie down on the floor, and tied 
the tie neatly and efficiently .... 
As he left the room he turned and 
said, "That's the only way I can 
tie one. I am an undertaker." ... 
Up into the hills behind De-
troit to spend a few strengthening 
hours with a man who once did 
what I am doing now .... I found 
him contented and happy as the 
slow rain draped his hills in a cur-
tain of gray velvet .... Out in his 
barn the chickens are fat, and be-
yond the hill the fields roll away 
into the horizon. . . . And the 
world, too much with us, drops 
away at moments like this .... 
We sit by the window and talk in 
the same language which men use 
in Chicago or Detroit or New 
York, but the atmosphere is dif-
ferent. ... We are like Martians or 
sons of Jove on Olympus .... All 
of us should have more of that. 
... Outside the window the Great 
Dane looks out over the hills, and 
in his eyes there is a secret which 
we have lost .... As night falls we 
wander down the hill to a pool of 
quiet water in which all the dead 
leaves have been blown to one 
end. . . . Like a picture of our 
world .... For the first time in 
many months I rest quietly, lis-
tening to the most soothing sound 
in the world, rain on the roof. 
... Just for a moment in those 
twenty-four hours we turn on the 
radio long enough to hear the far 
echo of bombs raining down on 
cities and guns roaring across the 
dark waters .... We turn it off 
and go back to our discussion of 
the Kingdom. . . . 
Out to New York. . . . Still 
raining .... Over to St. Patrick's 
for a few moments at noon. . . . 
It is a curious fact that here in 
the city which most sharply epito-
-
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mizes the modern world St. Pat-
rick's is never empty .... I have 
been there at midnight on Christ-
mas Eve when every gangster and 
every crooked politician and every 
glitter girl in New York seems to 
be crowding into St. Patrick's .... 
It is easy to be contemptuous over 
the type of religion displayed 
here .... Clearly a means of 
escape, a few moments of whis-
pered prayer to pay off for days 
and years of doing wrong. . . . I 
suspect, however, that it is more 
than that. . . . A reflection of the 
old longing never to be stilled, 
no matter how imperfectly ex-
pressed .... Since our churches 
and cathedrals are not sound-
proof, the hard noise which is 
New York still comes here, but it 
comes from an alien and tempor-
ary land no longer important or 
even necessary .... The streets of 
war and greed end here. . . . No 
doubt some of these men and 
women are trying to unravel the 
momentary tangle of life, so that 
it may move in glory without fear 
into another world .... 
"What a Man Is"-* 
Today all Christian colleges 
and universities face the future in 
the realization that the principles 
and ideals which they offer to the 
*A radio addrtss . 
ns1ng generation are perhaps 
more bitterly and desperately 
needed than at any time in the 
past. Against the background of 
the endless march of death across 
the world, Christian schools are 
engaged not only in the direct 
service of our country but also in 
the tremendous task of preparing 
for the day when the last shot has 
been fired, the last bomb has been 
dropped, and a tired world re-
turns to the ways of peace. With 
their devotion to the truth, their 
faith in God and the Cross, and 
their respect for the dignity and 
value of the individual human 
soul, they hope to make a definite 
contribution to the rebuilding of 
our broken world. 
This enormous task, however, 
will not be accomplished with 
vague, meaningless slogans or with 
abstract theorizing. Before our 
generation and the generations 
that will come after us can rebuild 
society, we must face up to the 
hard and baffling task of remak-
ing character. Increasingly and 
with single-minded emphasis the 
concern of American education 
must be with the individual. This 
is the beginning and the end of 
any educational approach which 
hopes to have meaning and pur-
pose in the world of tomorrow. 
Before we can know the world we 
must know ourselves. This is one 
of the most important and dif-
ficult tasks in life. Man, puzzled 
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and bewildered by so many things, 
has always been a puzzle and a 
mystery to himself. The result is 
evident on the battlefields of the 
world. Individually and collec-
tively he swings like an insane 
pendulum between the extremes 
of the lowest cruelty and the 
highest ideals. Since he does not 
know who he is, he does not 
know what to do. Now it is true 
that throughout the ages man has 
made an effort to know himself 
and to measure himself. The mod-
ern emphasis on psychiatry is one 
evidence of his desperate effort to 
evaluate himself accurately. Other 
standards of measurement have 
come out of the accumulated ex-
perience of the race-all the way 
from the cheap and superficial 
"clothes make the man," to the 
somewhat more profound obser-
vation that "a man can be meas-
ured by what he does with his 
solitude." In our own day we have 
seen the tragedy which results 
from measuring a man by the 
standard called success. For us 
this has usually meant the accu-
mulation of certain amounts of 
paper and metal called money, or, 
more recently and far more tragic-
ally, the measurement of man in 
terms of the power he has ac-
quired. We have forgotten that 
power used in arrogance and vio-
lence is always and forever a sign 
of moral weakness and spiritual 
decay. The violent man of power 
is a weak man and not strong. He 
is haunted by the shadows of the 
inevitable doom that comes to 
those who march to power-and to 
death-on the blooddrops of hu-
manity. 
Power is not the measure of a 
man. Since the cornerstone of 
every educational system and 
every philosophy of life is the 
proper evaluation of man, we are 
face to face, in this dark hour in 
the time of man, with the task of 
rediscovering our true value. I 
should like to suggest that the an-
swer lies in the words of St. Fran-
cis, spoken more than 700 years 
ago, "What a man is in Thy sight, 
that he is, and no more.-· This is 
one of the great sentences which 
are like lighthouses in the jour-
ney of man between the eternities. 
Today, as seldom before in the 
long story of man, it is our task 
to check our evaluation of our-
selves constantly and insistently 
against the standards of God-the 
ultimate, the real, and the true. 
How does God measure us? At first the picture is not very en-
couraging. He sees us as poor sin-
ners-sheep constantly wandering 
off into the dirty corners of life 
-men and women who live only 
for the fleeting moment-stum-
bling and falling in the darkness 
we have made for ourselves. Oc-
casionally he sees us break out 
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whistling in the dark, shouting to 
the heedless universe, "I am the 
master of my destiny and the 
captain of my soul." He knows 
that this is only the last sign of 
our weakness and fear, the des-
peration of lost children crying in 
the far countries of the soul. 
But that is not the whole pic-
ture. Across the darkness comes 
the lightning of Bethlehem and 
Calvary. When we have, by the 
mercy of God by faith, known 
their meaning, God sees us as His 
sons and daughters, the prodigals 
who have come home again, in-
finitely important and valuable to 
the scheme of life and to the pur-
poses of eternity. 
H ERE, then, is the only evalua-tion of man which will be 
adequate for the world of tomor-
row. Only those qualities will be 
important which are important in 
the sight of God. Only those 
values will last which are made 
possible by the Cross. By its stan-
dards power, arrogance, pride, 
selfishness, success-all the blood-
stained mistakes of our dying 
world-become the cheap and piti-
ful things they really are, and new 
values take their place-faith, love, 
humility, honor, truth, justice, 
mercy. These are the measure of 
a man in the sight of God. They 
must, therefore, become our own 
standards-before 1t 1s too late. 
"What a man is in Thy sight, 
that he is, and no more." Permit 
me now to change the last word-
"and no less." If God thought 
enough of man, lost in sin and 
wandering in the gutters of life, 
to send His only begotten Son to 
the Cross, it will be impossible 
for us ever to pour contempt on 
any individual human soul. It will 
be impossible for us to accept the 
evil idea that man is born to live 
and die for the State. It will be 
impossible for us to measure man 
and his value by any other yard-
stick but by the wood of the Cross. 
On the other hand, we shall ac-
quire a new respect for his dig-
nity and value, his possibilities 
now hidden by the clouds of war, 
and his eternal destiny. This is 
the measure of man as we hope to 
work it out on the campus of our 
university. Under the devastating 
blows of time and circumstance 
we know today that before we can 
face our fellowman, before we 
can face ourselves, we must face 
God. Having done that through 
Him and in Him who once was 
here with us and died for us, we 
can turn and face the world un-
afraid and unashamed, clothed in 
the strong armor of the approval 
of God. This is what St. Paul 
meant when he said, "If God be 
for us, who can be against us?" 
The story of one of the 
world's hidden great ... 
The Most Unforgettable 
Cha:racte:r I Eve:r Knew-
By W. G. PoLACK 
I FIRST saw him in 1911. It was at a synodical convention in St. 
Louis, where I was then a semina-
ry student. He was chairman of 
the committee on elections, and I 
had my first insight into the work-
ings of a synodical convention and 
the power of the chairman of this 
particular committee, which had 
the right-of-way and could inter-
rupt the proceedings at any time 
to carry on its work. I can still see 
him walking out from the vestry, 
behind the high altar of old, his-
toric Holy Cross Church to the 
chairman's table-a little man, 
somewhat stocky, white-haired, 
with a white mustache and goatee, 
pink-faced, twinkling eyes, high, 
piping voice, dressed in a long 
Prince Albert, a standup collar 
with a narrow black bow-tie, a 
stiff-bosom shirt with a diamond 
stud-a sheaf of ballots in his 
hand, crying: "Mr. Chairman, re-
port on elections!" We seminary 
students thereafter were always on 
the lookout for him because he 
added a note of humor and spice 
to what were to us rather dry ses-
sions. 
"Please Come Married" 
L ITTLE did I dream in 1911 that upon my graduation from the 
seminary in 1914 I would be called 
to become the assistant of this 
chairman of the committee on 
elections; but so it was. At the end 
of May in that year, when the 
president gave our class its calls, 
he handed me a small envelope in 
which I found my call, written in 
ink, in fine script, and signed by 
the Rev. Charles Adolf Frank, pas-
tor of Trinity Church, Evansville, 
Ind. An accompanying letter brief-
ly outlined what my duties would 
be, namely to do some of the 
preaching, to take charge of the 
young people's work, and other-
wise to assist the pastor wherever 
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it was necessary. As a postscript 
was added · the plea, "Please come 
married.'' 
That request was heeded, for I 
was married on August ninth, and 
early in the morning of the twelfth 
my bride and I left Fort Wayne 
for Evansville. At Terre Haute we 
boarded the C. and E. I. south-
bound train and were scheduled 
to arrive in Evansville at 5:30 p. 
m. It was a typically hot Southern 
Indiana August afternoon. We 
took seats in the last coach, and, 
as there was no air-conditioning 
in trains at that time, we had a 
hard time of it trying to keep 
cool and look as presentable as 
possible; for we knew that the of-
ficers of the church would be at 
the depot to welcome us. The 
train made a stop at Inglefield, 
and I had just remarked to my 
wife, "The next stop is our desti-
nation," when she said, "Look at 
that interesting old gentleman 
coming down the aisle." I looked 
up, and there was the Rev. C. A. 
Frank walking slowly through the 
coach peering into the faces of the 
passengers seeking us. I arose and 
went toward him and introduced 
myself to him, and then brought 
him to my wife and presented 
her. He was carrying a small bou-
quet of wild flowers in his hand 
and making a deep bow, with all 
the flourish of a grand seignior, 
gave them to her, and in a fitting 
little speech welcomed us both. 
( ___ _ 
He had walked out to Inglefield, 
a distance of about ten miles from 
Evansville, in the heat of that aft-
ernoon, in order to be the first to 
greet us! Though the flowers 
were wilted, I do not believe that 
my wife ever received a bouquet 
of flowers in her life which she 
appreciated more than those. 
This was the man with whom I 
was to be associated for the next 
eight years and who, more than 
any other human being, was to 
help shape my career. The good 
impression I had received of his 
character three years before at the 
convention in St. Louis was con-
firmed and was to be deepened in 
the years to come. 
I MMEDIATELY on the first evening in Evansville I was to receive 
another glimpse of the man's char-
acter. The congregation had ar-
ranged a surprise for us, a recep-
tion for the young pastor and his 
bride on an Ohio River excursion 
steamer. At least half of the con-
gregation was on hand, and Frank 
insisted on introducing them all 
to us. He knew everyone by name, 
even the little children; and how 
they all loved him! He had a 
kindly smile and a thoughtful 
word for each one. It was a rela-
tionship, not so much that of the 
average pastor to his flock as that 
of a father to his children. And 
whatever hold the new assistant 
pastor was to obtain on the hearts 
-
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of these people, it never affected 
the deep love and the high esteem 
in which "Pastor" Frank was held 
by old and young to the day of 
his death. 
A Master of Epigrams 
I T did not take long to divide the pastoral work between us. He 
had a way of making one feel at 
home in his presence that wiped 
out whatever barrier the years be-
tween us might have raised, for at 
the time he was 6g and I was 23. 
Frank had a flair for epigrammat-
ic speech, and many of his sayings 
still persist in my memory, par-
ticularly his statement on our 
mutual relationship to the con-
gregation, which we discussed at 
one of our first professional meet-
ings. He summed up his view by 
saying, "What you do and say I 
do and say; and what I do and 
say you do and say." That was 
simple and direct enough, and in 
the eight years of my association 
with him we never deviated there-
from. 
His liking for apt phrases and 
pointed sayings had evidently 
been developed very early in life. 
A few years later, Dr. E. G. Sihler, 
writing in Ebenezer on the life at 
our college and seminary in the 
olden days, referred to it. Sihler 
was a collegemate of Frank's. He 
mentioned that Frank was a mem-
ber of the graduating class of 1865 
at Concordia College in Fort 
V\Tayne. A farewell celebration was 
given the class by the student body 
at Friedheim, in Adams County. 
Among the details of that fiesta 
given by Sihler was this: Frank 
gave the chief speech of apprecia-
tion and gratitude to the kind 
hosts, concluding with the famous 
couplet: 
True and loyal friends we shall ever 
be 
Till the Tomcat gives birth to a 
family. 
Pastoral Technique 
BACK in 1914 it was not yet cus-tomary for the average pastor 
to have a car. Our calls had to be 
made on foot, by street car, or, if 
they were in the country, we bor-
rowed a rig from the undertaker. 
Frank considered it his duty to 
take me around to the homes of 
our parishioners. So our after-
noons were devoted to making 
calls either on the sick or on 
others, in order that I might get 
acquainted. The calls were always 
brief, especially if there was no 
sickness in the home. Whenever 
some of the good mothers urged 
us to stay a bit longer and to have 
some refreshment, Frank's invari-
able reply was, "Short calls make 
fast friends." And no importuning 
could make him stay. 
I have already described his ap-
pearance. He always dressed the 
same, save that in summer he wore 
a long black alpaca coat in place 
I 
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of his Prince Albert. On account 
of his short stature he wore a high 
silk hat, except during the heat of 
the Evansville summer, when he 
wore a high-crowned brown straw 
hat. His stiff-bosom shirt with the 
diamond stud was always in evi-
dence, winter or summer. He was 
a striking figure and a familiar 
one on the streets of Evansville, 
where he was known and respected 
by thousands, although he never 
became too intimate with anyone; 
nor did he affect the hail-fellow-
well-met, back-slapping attitude of 
some preachers who seek after 
popularity in a community. 
The secret of his hold on the 
people was his keen personal and 
sympathetic interest in their wel-
fare. Not that he ever pried into 
things that were none of his busi-
ness. He was not a clerical busy-
body in other men's matters. He 
despised that type of person as 
much at St. Peter and St. Paul 
did. "A minister is not a detec-
tive" was his way of putting it. 
But he had a great heart and 
where there was any need he was 
always ready to communicate. No 
beggar ever came to his door in 
vain, and the hoboes knew it, for 
he had certain steady "customers" 
who preyed on his good nature; 
but though Frank realized it he 
continued to give them alms. 
He was not a pulpit orator; but 
he was a good preacher. His ser-
mons were short and to the point. 
He seldom preached over twenty 
minutes, sometimes only twelve, 
and he did not grow garrulous 
with the advancing years. 
Frank, though German-born, 
commanded a chaste English and 
spoke it without an accent. He 
took a fatherly interest in my 
preaching, cautioning me to keep 
my sermons short. "Don't try to 
tell the people everything you 
know in one sermon; save some-
thing for the following Sunday," 
he told me. Sometimes he had 
other comments to make. I recall 
that on one Sunday evening I 
preached a sermon on Rev. 20. 
One of the brethren in the min-
istry had just published an ex-
cellent tract on that much-disput-
ed chapter, which appealed to me, 
and I felt myself urged to pass on 
some of the brother's wisdom to 
my own people. When I came 
down from the pulpit, Frank 
thanked me for the sermon, and 
remarked, "Young man, you have 
more courage than I; in all my 
ministry I have never preached 
on that text." A delicate . way of 
telling me that "fools rush in 
where angels fear to tread." 
The Art of Being Tactful 
H E had in a high degree that great jewel when found in a 
pastor-tact. On one occasion, at 
the end of a long annual meeting 
of the voting members of the 
church, one of the good fathers 
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rose in answer to Frank's usual 
question at the close of such meet-
ings, "Has anyone anything else 
to say for the welfare of this con~ 
gregation?" The man started out 
on a ten-minute jeremiad about 
the young people of the congrega-
tion and the laxity on the part of 
the pastors for not keeping them 
under proper control. It had come 
to his ears that some of the young 
people haq played cards in the 
schoolhall. I sat next to Frank and 
wondered what he, as presiding 
officer, would say in reply. I knew 
that if any blame was to be taken 
by the ministers he would be the 
first to shoulder it. After the tirade 
at last came to an end, Frank 
slowly arose, and quietly said, "A 
motion is in order to adjourn." 
It was made, and the meeting ad-
journed with prayer. Later I 
learned that if Frank had per-
mitted an open discussion of the 
charges the speaker, otherwise a 
whole-souled Christian, would 
have been greatly embarrassed be-
cause his own sons were not with-
out blame in the matter of card-
playing. 
AMINISTER whose church mem~ hers are active in the politics 
of the community is apt to have a 
hard time of it unless he possess 
a large amount of tact and good 
horse sense. Many of our members 
were strong in the work of the 
Democratic Party in Evansville, 
but we also had a goodly number 
among the Republicans. John W. 
Boehne, Sr., had been mayor of 
the city prior to my coming and 
at the time of my arrival had 
completed a term in Congress and 
had been appointed by Woodrow 
Wilson to the board of the Federal 
Reserve Bank of St. Louis. Ben-
jamin Bosse was mayor of the city 
and continued to hold that office 
until his death. Both men were 
leading Democrats, and Bosse 
would likely have become gover~ 
nor of Indiana had he lived. On 
the Republican side, another one 
of our members, Paul de Kress, 
was county treasurer, and Henry 
Dreier was active in the leader-
ship of that party. Under these 
men a large group of our members 
served in minor offices. Election 
time was a hectic period within 
the congregation, but at no time 
did Frank in any way take sides 
publicly. He kept his own per-
sonal political views to himself. 
To this day I do not know wheth-
er he was Republican or Dem-
ocrat. What he was concerned 
about was honesty and integrity 
in public officials, and his sermons 
were sufficiently clear on these 
points so that our people knew 
what their pastor expected of 
them as public office-holders. And 
to this day the work of Trinity's 
members in public office has been 
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An Enemy of Sham 
pRANK was an avowed foe of all 
sham, pretense, and hypocrisy. 
If a thing was right then it could 
be done openly. He liked an oc-
casional glass of beer and if he 
thought his system required it a 
drink of whiskey was also in order. 
I remember one of our first trips 
into the country to visit our mem-
bers outside of the city. We had 
a rig from Johann's undertaking 
establishment. We started out 
bright and early. Frank drove, but 
he was not feeling well. His 
stomach bothered him and the 
morning was chilly besides. When 
we came to the "last chance" sa-
loon on Franklin Street, he 
stopped, tied the horse to a post, 
and we went into the saloon. He 
ordered a stiff drink of whiskey, 
drank it, and walked out again. 
He had not been perturbed in the 
least by the astonishment of the 
other customers when they saw 
him at the bar in his Prince Albert 
and high silk hat. We spent the 
entire day making calls though 
his indigestion did not improve. 
On the way home we stopped at 
the same saloon. This time he 
bought a bottle of Kentucky bour-
bon. When the bartender wanted 
to wrap it up, Frank said, "No, 
don't do that, sir; we have nothing 
to hide." He carried the bottle, in 
full sight, under one arm. Were-
turned the horse and buggy to J o-
hann's and had a walk of some 
eight to ten blocks to the parson-
age, just when the people were 
coming home from work. We 
greeted many acquaintances and 
met at least a dozen of our parish-
ioners, but unabashed Frank car-
ried his bottle of whiskey under 
his arm; nor did he make an ex-
planation to anyone. When guests 
were in the parsonage in the even-
ing, the Franks often served wine. 
Mrs. Frank would walk around 
the parlor, drawing the shades lest 
someone would see what was going 
on, but invariably he would fol-
low her and raise them again, say-
ing, "Mother, there is nothing to 
be ashamed of." 
When I entered the ministry, I 
did not smoke. This did not suit 
the old gentleman at all. He was 
an inveterate cigar smoker. He 
firmly believed that tobacco used 
in any form had definite antisep-
tic qualities. I had several tuber-
culous patients to visit regularly, 
one of them in the worst stages of 
the disease. This worried Frank. 
"You ought to smoke," he would 
say to me; "it will protect you." 
I had noticed previously that 
whenever he went to visit the sick, 
especially those with some serious 
or communicable disease, he al 
ways wore a pair of silk gloves. 
These he kept in a box of cigar 
clippings on his desk. One day, 
when I questioned him about this, 
he told me that when he was pas-
tor in New Orleans during the 
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smallpox and yellow fever epi-
demics in the seventies of last cen-
tury, an old German doctor had 
advised him to follow these direc-
tions, so that he could visit his 
stricken members with immunity: 
to wear gloves permeated with 
tobacco odor, to take a mouthful 
of chewing tobacco, and to smoke 
strong cigars. Frank did this and 
came through without contracting 
either smallpox or yellow fever 
and without carrying it to the 
members of his family. 
A Friend of Youth 
H-- E was a great lover of chil-dren. He had a large family 
of his own, who were all grown 
when I came to the city. He would 
always stop to talk to mothers with 
children when he met them on 
the street, and would admire their 
babies. "You are a multi-million-
aire in the possession of such fine 
youngsters," he would tell them. 
The Christmas eve children's ser-
vice at old Trinity was a high 
point in the services of the year, 
and Frank was at his best when he 
could address the children of the 
school at that time. He knew how 
to speak to children with a digni-
ty and simplicity that not only im-
pressed them, but they understood 
his message and hung on his every 
word. And this hold that he had 
on the children continued when 
they grew up. 
Long before I came on· the scene 
he had fostered young people's 
work and he turned over to my 
care a Walther League society of 
some 150 members. But giving 
them into my charge did not 
mean that from then on his inter-
est in them was over. On the con-
trary, though he never interfered 
with my handling of their affairs, 
he was always in touch with what 
was going on, and the young peo-
ple on their part never turned 
away from or neglected their aged 
pastor in any way. To the last, 
when Frank was visibly weaken-
ing, he was the main speaker for 
the most important event of the 
year, the young people's Thanks-
giving night banquet. 
Though German-born, having 
come to America in early youth, 
he was American to the core. 
When World War I broke out-
it was the same summer that I 
came to Evansville-he had no 
sympathy for the Kaiser and his 
militarists. He had a few years be-
fore spent a summer in Germany 
and had learned at first hand 
something about German militar-
ism and its ambitions, and he 
shared none of the aspirations of 
a "Deutschland Ueber Alles." On 
the other hand he admired Great 
Britain. One of his oft-repeated 
statements was, "Where the Brit-
ish flag flies there one finds re-
ligious liberty." He had no desire 
to be associated in any manner 
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our country that were so active 
prior to the historic April 6, 1917. 
At the same time he realized the 
futility of changing the minds of 
these people, most of whom knew 
little about modern Germany, but 
dreamed of the old Germany of 
their fathers and grandfathers. 
"There's no arguing with nativ-
ism," Frank used to say. 
A Christian Gendeman 
A WORD about Frank in the sick-room should also be said. The 
ministry to the sick is one of the 
most difficult parts of pastoral 
work and is often unpleasant. 
Some pastors never overcome an 
antipathy toward this particular 
duty. Frank was at his best in the 
sickroom. He also knew something 
about the psychological value of 
cheerfulness. It was a treat to see 
his smile brighten up the sick and 
invalids when he approached their 
bedside. He always had a word of 
hope and encouragement and 
knew well how to offer short but 
fitting prayers that helped, but 
did not tire or agitate the patient. 
But especially was he forceful 
when the hour of death drew nigh, 
when the doctors could do no 
more and the members of the 
family were distracted at the im-
pending dissolution. Then he was 
the pillar on whom every one 
leaned, and his prayers, Bible pas-
sages, hymn verses, spoken for the 
dying sufferer, gave the required 
strength to meet the final foe. 
And what he preached to others 
he applied to himself and com-
forted himself with the same com-
fort. When the influenza was strik-
ing all parts of our country in 
the winter of 1918-1919, it was 
my sad duty to bury three of 
Frank's grown children within 
eight days. It was a blow from 
which he never fully recovered, 
but his readiness to say, "Thy will 
be done,'' and his words of com-
fort to his heart-broken wife and 
remaining children helped to heal 
the wounds. 
A few years later we laid him 
away. He had lived as a Christian 
and a gentleman. During the three 
days when his body lay in state in 
the parsonage and in the church, 
where he had preached for over 
thirty years, a steady stream of 
people from near and far, mem-
bers of his church and non-mem-
bers, passed by to pay a last trib-
ute to a really great man of God 
who had by his faith and life ful-
filled the sentiment which he had 
many years before written in a 
student's autograph-book: 
Aliquid est, omnino esse; 
Magnum est, hominem esse; 
Maius est, pastorem esse; 
Maximum est, Christianum esse! 
Which may be freely translated: 
It is something to be at all; 
It is important to be a human being; 
It is more important to be a pastor; 
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FAVORITE SENSATIONS 
~Some years ago we published 
~ a list of favorite sense impres-
sions as reported by one of our 
readers. There was a list of the 
most agreeable sights, sounds, and 
feelings, the most fragrant odors, 
the most gratifying tastes. At the 
time, a number of our readers 
wrote in and made their com-
ments on one point or another, 
also submitted favorite sensations 
of their own experience. While 
looking around for something as 
far as possible remote from the 
theme of war and world turmoil, 
we ran across some of these lists. 
They do make delightful reading. 
Here are grouped in five categories 
of which each stands for some 
internal relationship, favorite sen-
sations as recorded by Mrs. Lydia 
Heck of Scottville, Mich.: 
22 
1 
A robin singing at twilight. 
The cadence of our Pastor's voice (in 
the pulpit) . 
The sound of receding thunder after 
a stonn. 
2 
Wild plum blossoms drenched with 
dew. 
The first smell of Spring. 
Coffee cooking in the early morning 
before daylight. 
The sweetness of a clean baby. 
3 
The sight of rows on rows of books. 
Tears behind laughter. 
Moonlight over fog. 
Bare branches against the after-glow. 
4 
Warm rain against the face. 
Mother's fingers combing my tangled 
hair. 
Grape jam on fresh bread. 
Hot dogs flavored with wood-smoke. 
It is not a fair criticism of a 
I 
I 
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list such as this to say that here is 
nothing that compares with natu-
ral scenes like Lake Louise, the 
California coastline of Monterey; 
an Alabama oleander tree in 
bloom, while a mocking bird sings 
out his heart to the moonlight. 
These are very complex sensations 
while the list mentions reactions 
in every case recording a simple 
appeal to one of the senses only. 
Moreover, they are common hu-
man experiences for which we 
don't have to go to the Canadian 
Rockies or to the Gulf. Quite an 
artful list, when you get to exam-
ining it. Most of these experiences 
we can recognize as our own, 
though probably not one in a mil-
lion, when asked to record fifteen 
favorite sense experiences, would 
duplicate more than three or four 
of those listed by our Michigan 
reader. 
I can identify that "first smell 
of Spring." It is the smell of earth 
which is so unmistakably connect-
ed with the first day of warm sun-
rays on woodlands still bare so 
that the light can strike through 
upon the leaves which cover the 
humus. There must be a light 
breeze coming at the right time 
of day from the right direction, 
and there is-the first smell of 
Spring. 
That last item in the same 
group reminds me of a saying of 
Irvin S. Cobb that there is noth-
ing more delectable in all the 
wide world than the little roll of 
fat on a baby's neck. 
~ 
TilEY ARE A MENACE 
~The penultimate if not the 
<iJlast word in under-statement 
was achieved by one of the opera-
tors in the radio room on air-
craft carrier X, during a recent 
engagement. The name of the car-
rier is not mentioned in the Con-
sumers' Guide, from which we 
gather this story, nor can we iden-
tify the particular battle, but the 
story loses nothing for all that. 
One day, at the approach of 
darkness, a very large group of 
enemy planes were reported clos-
ing in. Our fighters went out to 
intercept the enemy planes, and 
made contact about 20 miles 
abeam. They attacked the enemy 
group consisting of approximately 
So planes believed to have been 
the groups from two J ap carriers. 
One of the observers relates the 
story as follows: 
All their torpedo planes were de-
stroyed, but the remainder of the ene-
my aircraft approached the ship, 
heavily engaged by our fighters and 
now by anti-aircraft fire. About 30 
dive bombers fanned out 12,000 feet 
above us and began their dives with 
our fighters on their tails. It is esti-
mated that about half this number 
completed the attack, and not less 
than 15 bombs were released. Our 
fighters destroyed 29 and the anti· 
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aircraft fire from the ships accounted 
for approximately 20 more of the 
enemy planes. 
For awhile we were in serious dif-
ficulties, and there were casualties. 
It was at this time that our long days 
and months of training against just 
such an emergency bore fruit. The 
damage control parties worked effi-
ciently and untiringly until the fires 
had been extinguished and other nec-
essary corrective measures effected. 
Consumers' Guide, a publica-
tion of the Department of Agri-
culture, is interested in the point 
that rations for the Navy must be 
good to keep the men strong in 
body and nerve, "to wade in, clear 
the sky of enemy planes, and take 
the raps of bombs." As evidence of 
a morale which hungry men can-
not have, a passing bit of conver-
sation is then reported which the 
captain heard during the lull in 
the attack. Hits and near misses 
both shook the ship with their 
terrific impact. The ship was just 
steadying after an attack. As the 
Captain passed the Radio Room, 
one of the operators calmly looked 
up from his work and remarked, 
"Gee, these ]aps are a menace, 
ain't they?" 
THE SHAPES OF THINGS 
TO COME 
A Those of us who remember 
-life in the United States at the 
beginning of the first World War 
would have regarded the develop-
ment since that era a fantastic 
wonderland had anybody then 
had the imagination to predict it. 
Aviation was established as an in-
dustry, the automobile scored 
enormous advances, the "wireless" 
of war days became "radio." Three 
underdeveloped infants in 1914-
the telephone, the motion picture, 
and rayon-realized gigantic ex-
pansions and in all these scientific 
developments you have a combina-
tion of influences truly staggering 
in their effects upon American 
life. 
Dr. Charles Stein, in charge of 
research for the du Pont indus-
tries, said in a recent address: · 
More than a century was consumed 
in bringing the crude rubber produc-
tion of the world up to 1,000,000 tons 
yearly. The United States alone is 
now undertaking to accomplish al-
most as mighty a feat in less than 
two years, by the manufacture of 
chemical rubbers from petroleum, al-
cohol, and coal and limestone. Mag-
nesium is about 60 per cent the 
weight of aluminum, and about one 
fifth the weight of steel. It sold, in 
1915, for $5.00 per pound, and until 
a few years ago, was a structural 
curiosity. Today, measured by cubic 
feet, magnesium at 22.5 cents a pound 
is cheaper than aluminum selling at 
15 cents a pound, and almost a half 
ton of it, on the average, is going 
into every American fighting plane 
that is built. After the war, the Na-
tion's capacity for producing this 
lightest of all structural metals will 
I 
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be more than double its aluminum 
output of 1939. 
A few years ago a gasoline was 
created, so superior in power that 
it arbitrarily was given an octane 
number of 100, which became the 
standard in evaluating all gaso-
lines. Today fuels are being made 
with an estimated octane number 
of the order of 11 o or 115 and 
even higher. They deliver one-half 
again as much power as 100 octane 
fuel. Looking upon the situation 
that is indicated after the war, the 
petroleum chemist now sees all ex-
isting motors as out of date, with 
knowledge of fuels advancing so 
rapidly that September's motor 
might be out of date in October. 
Quoting from the same address 
of Dr. Stein: 
Let us glance at another phase of 
petroleum chemistry. A barrel of 
crude oil contains literally thousands 
of chemical compounds. The chemist 
has long been fascinated by the pos-
sibility that almost anything under 
the sun might be created with these 
chemical building blocks of hydrogen 
and carbon; that simply by the addi-
tion of oxygen and other elements in 
the proper combination, he might 
obtain new alcohols, esters, acids, sol-
vents, perfumes, pharmaceuticals, and 
organic synthetics of every type .... 
The high-pressure synthesis of am-
monia, one of the major chemical 
exploits of the century, will have 
taken on an industrial status that, in 
terms of new producing capacity, may 
be comparable to the discovery of a 
sixth continent. The amount of fer-
tilizer chemicals that this new capacity 
will be able to supply farmers will 
be so large that the basic trends of 
agriculture might be changed. And 
these are but one group of a hundred 
or more products stemming from this 
high-pressure synthesis, which utilizes 
air, water, and coal as its building 
blocks. 
The average citizen takes these 
matters for granted. "That's mod-
ern progress!" The research work-
er, the laboratory expert, looks 
deeper. He stands amazed at the 
complexity of the universe of mol-
ecules while recognizing the sim-
plicity of the great scheme of na-
ture which in the most ordinary 
materials-hydrogen and carbon, 
air and water-has provided man 
with those materials out of which 
he is able for each new genera-
tion to build a new civilization. 
Through the spectroscope and the 
microscope and in the logarithmic 
balance of the elements, the scien-
tist sees-God. 
PATRIOTIC SONGS THAT 
LIVE 
~Paraphrasing what Tennyson 
-said of the brook with refer-
ence to the patriotic songs of our 
land, we may say, "Many may 
come, and many may go; but few 
go on forever." Irving Berlin's 
"God Bless America" is probably 
one of the patriotic songs of the 
present generation that will live, 
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while most of those that are being 
strenuously plugged by Tin Pan 
Alley will not. There are a few 
songs that came out of World War 
I that are generally known, like 
"Tipperary" and "Over There"; 
but even these do not have the 
qualities that make a song immor-
tal. The fact is that only two of 
what we may call the four great 
American patriotic songs were 
born in the midst of war, namely 
"The Star Spangled Banner" and 
"The Battle Hymn of the Repub-
1. " 1C. 
m 
"0 SAY! CAN YOU SEE-" 
•'~hen we were getting milita-ry training at college back in 
1906-1910, our commandant one 
day talked to us about our great 
national songs. He called "The 
Star Spangled Banner" our nation-
al anthem and "My Country, 'Tis 
of Thee" our national hymn. 
There is much to be said for the 
distinction he made. One charac-
teristic they both have in common, 
besides their deep patriotic fervor, 
is the religious note. Another 
point worth remembering is that 
neither of these songs was written 
in the hope that it might become 
nationally known and accepted. 
Francis Scott Key wrote the words 
of his immortal I yric in 1814 in 
order to give expression to his 
pent-up emotions after a long 
night of anxious waiting outside 
of Fort McHenry for the libera-
tion of a doctor friend who was a 
prisoner on a British ship. Later 
others had copies of the poem 
printed and a musician, Ferdinand 
Durang, adapted the words to the 
tune of "Anacreon in Heaven," 
and it became so popular that the 
nation accepted it as its own. In 
spite of the fact that few of us 
know more than the first stanza 
by heart, it has been rightly said 
of it, "Our love for native land, 
our longing for world-peace and 
world-freedom, our unwavering 
trust in God, the tender memory 
of our fallen heroes-all are em-
balmed in these familiar words." 
m 
"MY COUNTRY, 'TIS OF 
THEE" 
~It was 0 I i v e r Wende II 
~Holmes, a Harvard classmate 
and a lifelong friend of the author 
of this our national hymn, who 
in a poem read at a class reunion 
honored him with these lines: 
And there's a nice youngster of ex-
cellent pith,-
Fate tried to conceal him by naming 
him Smith,-
But he shouted a song for the brave 
and the free,-
Just read on his medal,-"My Coun-
try ... of Theel" 
It was in 1832, the year of his 
graduation from Andover Semina-
ry, that Samuel Francis Smith 
wrote "My Country, 'Tis of 
I 
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Thee." He was only twenty-four 
years old at the time. It was first 
sung at a Fourth of July Sunday 
School picnic in Boston and then 
gradually became popular the 
country over. It was sung during 
the Civil War, the Spanish-Amer-
ican conflict, and during the try-
ing years of World War I. Its reg-
ular use in the public and private 
schools of our land has no doubt 
greatly helped "in unifying the 
minds and hearts of the children 
of our varying racial and linguistic 
groups and binding them together 
in a common love for our coun-
try." 
m 
"THE BATILE HYMN OF 
THE REPUBLIC" 
Julia Ward Howe was visiting 
in Washington, D. C., in 1861 
and heard the many Federal 
troops, gathered there for the de-
fense of the ·capital, singing the 
popular "John Brown's Body Lies 
a-Mouldering in the Grave." One 
of her friends remarked, "Mrs. 
Howe, why do you not write some 
good words for that stirring tune?" 
In her Reminiscences she tells us: 
I went to bed that night as usual, 
and slept, according to my wont, 
quite soundly. I awoke in the gray 
of the morning twilight; and as I lay 
waiting for the dawn, the long lines 
of the desired poem began to twine 
themselves in my mind. Having 
thought out all the stanzas, I said to 
myself, "I must get up and write these 
verses down, lest I fall asleep again 
and forget them." So, with a sudden 
effort, I sprang out of bed, and found 
in the dimness an old stump of a 
pen which I remembered to have used 
the day before. I scrawled the verses 
almost without looking at the paper. 
I had learned to do this when, on 
previous occasions, attacks of versifica-
tion had visited me in the night, and 
I feared to have recourse to a light 
lest I should wake the baby, who 
slept with me .... Having completed 
my writing, I returned to the bed 
and fell asleep, saying to myself, "I 
like this better than most things I 
have written." 
Thus this grand song was born, 
and it is still immensely popular. 
Rudyard Kipling called it "the 
terrible Battle Hymn of the Re-
public"; but during World War I, 
when our soldiers sang it in Eng-
land, it became generally beloved 
there too. Not long before that 
conflict came to an end, when the 
Americans and Australians broke 
the Hindenburg Line above St. 
Quentin, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
a spectator, cabled to the Amer-
ican press thus: 
Mine eyes have seen the glory of the 
coming of the Lord, 
He is trampling out the vintage where 
the grapes of wrath are stored. 
The grand, sonorous, mystical lines 
of Julia Ward Howe rang in my head, 
as I found myself one of the actual 
witnesses of this, one of the historical 
episodes of the greatest of wars. 
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"AMERICA THE BEAUTIFUL" 
~This is the fourth of what we 
~believe to be our great patriot-
ic songs, written in 1893 and 1899 
by Katherine Lee Bates, It is con-
sidered by many to be the most 
beautiful of our patriotic hymns, 
and its deep spirituality has found 
a place for it in many American 
hymnals. The author was profes-
sor of English literature at Welles-
ley College. In 1893 she visited the 
Columbian Exposition in Chica-
go. Karl Price, in One Hundred 
and One Hymn Stories, tells us: 
The patriotic impressions made 
upon her mind by the wonderful 
White City she bore westward with 
her as she journeyed to Colorado; and 
when at last she stood on the sum-
mit of Pike's Peak and beheld the 
far-spreading panorama below and 
the spacious skies above, her soul was 
stirred by the thought of the great-
ness and the God-given destiny of 
America. These lines were set ringing 
in her heart, and into a noble poem 
she has woven the beauties of that 
mountain-top vision. 
Miss Bates herself said she 
"gazed in wordless rapture over 
the expanse of mountain ranges 
and sealike sweep of plains. . . . 
It was then and there that the 
opening lines of 'America the 
Beautiful' sprang into being." She 
did not complete her poem at the 
time. She tells us: 
I remember writing the opening 
stanzas in a notebook that was trav-
eling with me, a notebook that I did 
not open again for two years. It was 
not until the summer of 1899 that I 
came upon that notebook and copied 
out this song and sent it to a Boston 
concern which very kindly published 
it. To my great surprise, people began 
immediately that very year to write 
music for it. It has been sung to 
many tunes. 
The tune to which it is com-
monly sung today is called "Ma-
terna" and was written in 1882 by 
Samuel A. Ward as a setting for 
"0 Mother Dear, Jerusalem." 
"The fault .... is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings." 
SHAKESPEARE: julius Caesar: Act i, Sc.2. 
I 
~ AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Conversations with a Sacred Cow 
(CONTINUED] 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
A Sacred Cow Named Taste 
An Apostate 
1\ S. C. Since we've been hopping 
1J from pillar to post, as it were, 
in our discussions of music and 
musicians, let's do a little more 
jumping today and light on the 
compositions of Sigmund Rom-
berg. As I see it, the man who 
gave us Blossom Time is a dyed-
in-the-wool exponent of "light" 
music. He's a skilful melody-
maker. Even his "corn" is tune-
ful-tuneful, I mean, in a "light" 
and somewhat frothy way. 
A. The other evening I listened 
to a program made up, to a large 
extent, of music from the pen of 
Romberg. In fact, Mr. Romberg 
was present in the flesh. He con-
ducted an orchestra, played the 
piano, and had a few words to say 
to the audience. Where were you? 
I didn't see you at the concert. 
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S. C. I had something far more 
profitable to do. If you want to 
know how I spent my time that 
evening, I'll tell you that I sat at 
my desk writing a refutation of 
some of the quaint and curious 
notions propounded by Arnold 
Schonberg in his Harmonielehre. 
Besides, I began an article in 
which I intend to prove that there 
have been no great composers in 
the world since Brahms and Wag-
ner were laid to rest. 
A. That's a great deal to ac-
complish in one evening, Mrs. Cow. 
S. C. Not if you base your judg-
ments on reasoning that holds 
water, Mr. Apostate. 
A. I'll surely be glad to .Jearn 
whether you've been successful in 
taking the mighty Schonberg 
apart, and I'm bubbling over with 
eagerness to read what you've writ-
ten against all the great composers 
who've lived in the world since the 
days of Brahms and Wagner. 
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But let's not forget that we were 
going to talk about Romberg. Had 
you attended the concert the other 
evening, you'd have heard Rom-
berg himself say that a jazz orches-
tra would consider his music high-
brow and that a symphony orches-
tra would look upon it as low-
brow. In other words, Mrs. Cow, 
the cqmposer of Blossom Time 
thinks that overenthusiastic cham-
pions of jazz would characterize 
his output as "heavy" and that 
those who worship blindly and 
with single-hearted devotion at 
the shrines of symphony orchestras 
would call the Romberg creations 
"light." It's the old, old story of 
attitude and background, isn't it? 
S. C. That's what you think. 
You evidently don't believe that 
those who adore the compositions 
of the great masters are in duty 
bound to set their faces like steel 
against the Rombergs, do you? 
A. No, Mrs. Cow, I don't. Ire-
fuse to uphold a notion as flabby 
as that. 
By the way, you yourself claim 
to be a Bach devotee, don't you? 
S. C. What a question! You 
know how impatient I become 
whenever I hear you say that Bach 
would try his hand at such out-
landish garbage as boogie-woogie 
if he were living in the United 
States today. 
A. But why can't one be a Bach 
devotee and an admirer of Rom-
berg at one and the same time? 
Are you sure that Romberg isn't a 
master in his field just as Bach 
is a master in his? Isn't there a 
place for Romberg in this world 
of sharps, flats, untidy pigeon-
holes, and hazy definitions just as 
there's a place for Bach? And 
why, pray, do you speak in such 
a toplofty manner of "the Rom-
bergs"? Can you prove that the 
man deserves to be brushed aside 
so flippantly and with a con-
descending use of the plural num-
ber? Can you prove that he de-
serves to be brushed aside at all? 
S. C. Your case is hopeless. How 
can anyone be guilty of such lop-
sided thinking? It's neither reason-
able nor possible to venerate Bach 
or Brahms or Beethoven without 
turning up one's nose at the flimsy 
concoctions of a Romberg. 
A. Tommyrot, Mrs. Cowl Can 
you name one great master who 
never sent a single grain of "corn" 
into the world? And wouldn't a 
great master continue to be a great 
master even if all his works but 
one were "corn" pure and simple? 
A few moments ago you said 
that Romberg was a skilful melo-
dist. I'll go much farther than that 
and declare without the slightest 
hesitation that he's a tune-writer 
of extraordinary ability. He hasn't 
hit the bull's-eye every time, it's 
true; but, "corn" or no "corn," 
some of his melodies have stood 
the test of many years. Is there a 
better proving-ground for tunes 
I 
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than time? Mind you, Mrs. Cow, 
I'm not calling Romberg a great 
master. Maybe he is. Maybe he 
isn't. I don't know. But I begin 
to fret and fidget whenever I hear 
it said and see it printed that a 
student of music loses caste if he 
fails to speak disparagingly of 
Romberg's output, just as I feel a 
bit irrepressible in the region of 
my hackles whenever I hear those 
who are blindly devoted to Rom-
berg declare that it's smart, prop-
er, and "in the groove" to turn up 
the nose at Bach. 
S. C. But haven't you yourself 
pounced upon Blossom Time 
more than once? 
A. Yes, I'm inclined to bristle 
up whenever I think of Blossom 
Time; but that's because Blossom 
Time} in my opinion, gives a false 
picture of Schubert and leads 
many to believe that Romberg's 
transmogrifications of some of 
Schubert's music are Simon-pure 
Schubert. I'm more than willing to 
admit that Blossom Time is a 
good show and that Romberg's 
writing is clearcut and skilful. 
Bear in mind, please, that I 
don't idolize the man who wrote 
Blossom Time. But why do you 
think it's wrong for me to take off 
my hat to an exceptionally able 
melodist? Naturally, I know that 
I can't add a single cubit to Rom-
berg's stature as a composer. Noth-
ing that I say will have any effect 
whatever on the position he oc-
cupies in the world of melody. 
What's more, he's big enough and 
"popular" enough to ignore the 
bullets you fire at him from your 
little popgun, Mrs. Cow. 
S. C. Thanks! 
A. You know, of course, that the 
Hungarian-born Mr. Romberg 
doesn't specialize in jazz; but that, 
in itself, Mrs. Cow, is neither a 
virtue nor a vice. It's merely a 
fact. 
S. C. Do you consider his music 
distinctively American in charac-
ter? 
A. I'm inclined to answer no to 
your question. Romberg's writing, 
you see, is altogether different 
from, let us say, George Gersh-
win's. Shall we say that it has a· 
tinge of Europe-of Central Eu-
rope-in its make-up? Or would it 
be wiser to declare that it has a 
cosmopolitan flavor? I don't know. 
S. C. To me it's mere froth. Call 
it American, European, Central 
European, or cosmopolitan froth 
if you choose; it's froth just the 
same, and it's beginning to melt 
away like hokey-pokey in the sun. 
A. I wish I had your keenness of 
judgment, Mrs. Cow; but since 
I'm neither so singular 1 y nor so 
abundantly blessed with the wis-
dom of the ages, I'll have to go 
on saying and believing that, in 
my opinion, Romberg isn't a com-
poser to be sneezed at. 
S. C. Do you prefer his music to 
Gershwin's? 
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A. No. I prefer Gershwin's. 
S.C. Why? 
A. Because I find more strength 
and more individuality in what 
the composer of the "Rhapsody in 
Blue" and Porgy and Bess has be-
queathed to us. I don't mean that 
Romberg's music doesn't come 
from the heart or go to the heart; 
but I do suspect that, in the long 
run, it won't wear as well as 
Gershwin's. Maybe the corn-borer 
will catch up with Romberg as 
time goes on. 
Let me say, Mrs. Cow, that I'm 
not as clever in concocting defini-
tions as you are and that I haven't 
the slightest desire to manufacture 
a special pigeonhole for Gersh-
win's music. I won't follow the 
lead of those who call George an 
American Schubert, nor do I think 
it's proper to speak of him as a 
Schubertian American; but I do 
believe that your great-great-
grandchildren will listen with joy 
and profit to many of his works 
and that they'll find in them large 
slices of the life, the energy, and 
the spirit of the age and the land 
in which the able composer lived 
and worked. No, they'll not study 
Gershwiniana as a paleontolo-
gist examines old bones; they'll 
give ear to something that's alive 
and kicking. The corn-borer may 
have nibbled away at a little here 
and a little there in George's mu-
sic; but I don't think he'll have 
grown fat on the compositions. 
Maybe the Romberg question will 
be a dead issue by that time. May-
be it won't. I'm neither bold 
enough nor reckless enough to 
venture a prophecy; but to me it 
seems certain that the composer 
of Blossom Time can't be laughed, 
scorned, argued, or frozen out of 
the world in our day. 
Some of the sacred cows of this 
generation have been proclaiming 
in season and out of season that 
Gershwin was nothing more and 
nothing less than a fleeting flash 
in a pan used for frying corn-
fritters. But what have you and 
your relatives accomplished with 
such a half-baked verdict? Exactly 
nothing. In spite of your on-
slaughts Gershwin's music is gain-
ing in popularity from day to day. 
You'd call it "popular," I suppose, 
in two senses of the word. I prefer 
to say that George has left us more 
than one "classic"; and I think 
that even you ought to know that 
a "classic" is a work that has last-
ing value. Incidentally, I'm still 
waiting for you-or anyone else-
to prove to me, if you can, that 
it's impossible to produce "clas-
sics" in the domain of jazz. Why 
don't you stir your stumps and dig 
up evidence-if you know where 
any such evidence is to be found? 
[TO BE CONTINUED) 
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The Cathedral Of. 
Saint David 
"That marvelous Cathedral of Saint David, in its secluded basin 
at the very extremity of the land, shut out from the world and 
enclosed as within a natural sanctuary, with craggy coast and 
headland and island, and glistening shore and purple cliff, 
every spring and bay and inlet teeming with some strange 
legend of those primitive days of David and Non and Teils." 
DEAN STANLEY. 
This Cathedral Church is 750 years old and stands in a 
village of only five streets. Old legends say that St. Patrick 
founded a missionary college here in Wales and after his death 
in 465, Irish missionaries came to Ty Gwyn (the White House) 
for instruction. To this day there are roads in the district 
known as St. Patrick's roads. 
Cynyr, a powerful chieftain, gave his great estate to his 
grandson David who had been trained at Ty Gwyn. Here 
David founded a sanctuary for men of all tribes and nation-
alities, and to mark the boundaries he had a deep trench dug, 
which today is known as Monk's Dyke. In the rood screen are 
placed statues of St. Patrick (Ireland), St. David (Britain), 
and St. Denis (Gaul) . This was the leading religious center in 
South Wales for a thousand years. Four churches have stood 
on this site. The first burned in 645: the second burned in 
1088: and the third existed for nearly a century and was then 
demolished to make room for the present Cathedral. 
One of the unique characteristics -of the great church is the 
fact that its floor slopes downward from the altar. Even the 
great pillars of the nave are not perpendicular. The pictures 
here presented show some of the principal features. 
In the chapel of the Holy Trinity stands the oaken, 
iron-bound chest containing the bones of St. David 
and St. Justinian. 
St. David's Altar was brought from Jerusalem by St. 
David after his consecration by the Patriarch John. 
The ruins of St. Mary's College and the Chapel add 
interest for even the most casual visitor. 
I 
The splendid ruins of the Episcopal Palace show a 
banquet hall 96x36 feet in one part of the building. 
It was originally built around three sides of a quad-
rangle 120 feet square. 
St. David's Cathedral as it looks today (if it has 
escaped bombing). The ruins of St. Mary's are seen 
in the left background. 
The Choir is divided from the Presbytery by an oaken 
parclose screen. This was undoubtedly installed in 
order to prevent pilgrims to the shrine of St. David 
encroaching on the Choir during divine service. 
The Lantern has a beautiful Irish oak ceiling glowing. 
with color and heraldry including the coats-of-arms 





LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Emperor 
Concerto. Artur Schnabel, pianist, 
and the Chicago Symphony Or-
chestra under Frederick Stock.-An 
inspiring performance by one of 
the great Beethoven exponents of 
the present time. Victor Album 939. 
.$5.78. 
PETER lLYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. Manfred: 
Symphonic Poem for Full Orchestra 
(after the dramatic poem of Lord 
Byron). The Indianapolis Sympho-
ny Orchestra under Fabien Sevit-
zky.-This is one of Tchaikovsky's 
greatest works. Mr. Sevitzky and the 
orchestra do full justice to the 
drama-packed score. Victor Album 
940. $7.88. 
GABRIEL FAURE. Incidental Music to 
P.elleas et Melisande. The Boston 
Symphony Orchestra under Serge 
Koussevitzky.-The elegant writing 
of Faure deserves to be better 
known in our country. Koussevit-
zky's reading is unforgettably beau-
tiful. As an encore he conducts his 
famous orchestra in a stirring per-
formance of Rimsky-Korsakoff's 
treatment of the Russian folk song, 
"Dubinushka." Victor Album 941. 
$2.63 . 
CHARLES ToMLINSON GRIFFES. Poem 
for Flute and Orchestra. The East-
man-Rochester Symphony Orches-
tra under Howard Hanson with 
Joseph Mariano, flutist.-An ex-
quisitely fashioned work from the 
pen of one of our country's most 
important composers. Victor disc 
ll-8349. $1.05. 
ARCADY DuBENSKY. "Gossips." SERGEI 
PROKOFIEFF. "March," from The 
Love for Three Oranges. MAx RE-
GER. "Waltz," from Ballet Suite. 
Arthur Whittemore and Jack Lowe, 
duo-pianists.-Fascinating composi-
tions and excellent playing. Victor 
disc 10-1041. Seventy-nine cents. 
"Of law there can be no less acknowledged than that 
her voice is the harmony of the world." HooKER. 
- -------------------.- ~-----=-----------------
READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff 
The Great Divide 
THE YEAR OF DECISION: 1846. 
By Bernard De Voto. Little, Brown 
and Company, New York. 1943. 538 
pages. $3.50. 
BERNARD DE VoTo, author of the Book-of-the-Month selection for 
April, speaks of himself as a hack. He 
writes serial stories for the so-called 
slick magazines under the pen name 
1 ohn August, and he is frank enough 
to acknowledge that 1 ohn August has 
contributed much to the success of 
The Year of Decision. The $20,000, 
or thereabouts, which he earns now 
and then by grinding out a tale en-
ables him to live in comfort and, in-
cidentally, to devote time to research. 
When he was an instructor at North-
western University with a salary of 
$1,700 per year, he had neither the 
means nor the leisure for doing work 
of this nature. 
After long and painstaking study 
Mr. De Voto came to regard 1846 as 
the year of decision in the history of 
the United States. To him it marked 
the great divide, as it were, in the 
growth and the development of our 
country. Before that time much of 
what lay west of the Appalachians 
was unknown. Mexico held sway after 
a fashion in what was spoken of as 
California, the British claimed the 
Oregon Territory as their own, and 
vast spaces of what stretched out for 
many miles between those parts of 
our land and the eastern coast were, 
in the main, all Greek to the citizens 
of the United States. But significant 
changes began to come about in 1846. 
Our country became a world-power. 
Many men who had a turn for ad-
venture, a thirst for knowledge, and 
a longing for prosperity started going 
west. Sometimes women and children 
went along. Honesty, diligence, ener-
gy, thrift, and fearlessness rubbed el-
bows with laziness, greed, and vil-
lainy. Much of the unknown land was 
explored and charted. Many lives 
were lost, and many preposterous no-
tions were exploded. Those who 
wanted free labor in the United States 
worked with all their might to spread 
their belief to the west; those who 
advocated the extension and the per-
petuation of slavery refused to be 
idle. Mr. DeVoto maintains that one 
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of the burning issues of the Civil Wartelligently unless their national orienta-
began to rear its head in a threaten- tion was made clear. So perforce I have 
ing manner during the year 1846. had to add to my primary job another 
1 ames Knox Polk was president of job which it was reasonable to expect 
the United States, and the fate-laden the historians would have done for me. 
year dumped perplexing problems at The Year of. Decis.~on, says Mr. De 
his door. The Mexican question and yoto, was wntten for the nonex-
the dispute about the Oregon Ter- 1stent person called the general read-
ritory required careful handling. er." It . is. packed with. drama ~nd 
Zachary Taylor was campaigning in poetry, It ~s a breath-takmg chro~Icl_e 
the northern part of Mexico, Kearny of expansiOn and pr?~ess, and 1t 1s 
and Fremont were conducting opera- founded on t~e conviction that those 
tions in the Southwest, the British who make hzstory are the men and 
kept a longing eye on the Oregon the women of history. 
lands, and the Mormons started on 
their way to Utah. The man in the Good Reporting 
White House had it in his power to 
make or break the nation. Fortunate-
ly for our future, he proved to be the 
one and only strong president be-
tween Andrew 1 ackson and Abraham 
Lincoln. His statesmanship was not 
always of the best, and there were 
those who did not set great store by 
some of his character traits; but Polk 
served his country well in the year 
of decision. 
The pages of Mr. De Voto's big 
and important book abound in ac-
counts of adventures, birth-pains, 
bungling, successes, hardships, drab-
ness, cruelty, stupidity, and farsighted-
ness. With a literary purpose in mind 
the author set out "to realize the pre-
Civil War, Far Western frontier as 
personal experience"; but he dis-
covered that "my friends and betters, 
the professional historians, had let me 
down." He says: 
!he profession .... has broken up 
thts phase of our history into parts; it 
has carefully studied most but by no 
means all of the parts; it has not tried 
to fit the parts together. And the stories 
I wanted to tell could not be told in-
ROUND TRIP TO RUSSIA. By 
Walter Graebner. 49 Illustrations. 
1. B. Lippincott Co., Philadelphia. 
1943. 202 pages. Illustrated. $3.00. 
W ALTER GRAEBNER, reporter for Time, Life, and Fortune, after 
passing through the worst of the Lon-
don bombings, returned to this coun-
try early last year and in May was 
sent by his office to Russia to find out 
what the Russian people are really 
like. He relates in this book what he 
saw and heard during his six-month 
trip. 
The outbound journey took the 
author by air to Egypt via Brazil and 
Liberia. He left Cairo for Teheran 
about the time Rommel's forces 
reached El Alamein. From Teheran 
he flew to Baku and then traveled by 
boat up the Caspian Sea and the 
Volga to Kuibyshev. There was a stop-
over at Stalingrad. The Nazis were 
then forty miles away, and Graebner 
was probably the last American to 
walk the streets of Stalingrad before 
it was turned into an inferno. From 
Kuibyshev a plane took him to Mos· 
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cow, where he spent most of his time 
while in Russia. 
The bulk of the book draws a pen 
picture of conditions in Russia, large-
ly through narrating the author's ex-
periences. It shows how people live, 
what they eat and wear, in what spir-
it they bear their privations, what is 
their attitude toward the war, how 
they feel toward America, and so on. 
There are descriptions of visits to a 
twenty-five hundred acre Collective 
Farm, to a munitions plant, to an of-
ficers' training school, and to the 
Voronezh front. One chapter deals 
with the contents of letters taken 
from the pockets of captured and 
fallen German officers and men. The 
author was permitted to examine 
hundreds of such letters. Churchill's 
and Willkie's visits to Moscow are 
described. 
A few revealing quotations on con-
ditions in Russia: 
A large proportion of the shops have 
been closed and those still functioning 
are practically devoid of goods. Rarely 
can housewives buy pots, pans, china-
ware, hairpins, combs, brushes, soap. 
Food supplies for part of the general 
public (mainly elderly people not en-
gaged in war work) have dropped below 
the irreducible minimum to maintain 
its health.-There is no doubt that most 
city dwellers in Russia are going hungry 
on the rations they're getting. 
A successful bureaucrat lives about as 
well as an American with a salary of 
ten thousand dollars a year, though his 
actual income probably corresponds to 
only thirty-five hundred. 
Graebner came to the conviction 
that the Russians are fighting as they 
are out of love for Russia and that 
they probably believe in their system 
of government more now than ever 
before because it has enabled them 
to stand up against the Nazis. As 
liabilities of the Stalin regime he lists 
the ruthlessness and heartlessness with 
which it has acted, the feeling of fear 
which besets Russians, and the re-
gime's mania for pretentiousness. 
Though all anti-religious propaganda 
was stopped with the beginning of 
the war and though the Soviet gov-
ernment would like to have the world 
think that it has changed its attitude 
on religion, "most foreign observers 
in the Soviet Union believe that the 
Kremlin is basically just as anti-re-
ligious as it ever was." 
Hero or Traitor? 
THE ENIGMA OF ADMIRAL 
DARLAN. By Alec de Montmoren-
cy. E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., New 
York. 1943. 194 pages. $2.50. 
W As the late Admiral Darlan a traitor to France? Did he work 
hand in glove with the Nazis? Did 
Britain besmirch his character undu-
ly and undeservedly after the fall of 
the Third Republic? Were the jour-
nalists who dipped their pens in 
venom whenever they wrote about 
him able to give us an accurate pic-
ture of the man? 
The publishers of The Enigma of 
Admiral Darlan declare that 
they feel justified by the circumstances 
of the case in putting this surprising 
document before the public, for it seems 
to explain Darlan and his career as well, 
probably, as they can ever be explained 
now that an assassin's bullet has cut 
short both the career and the man. 
In the eyes of Alec de Montmoren-
cy, who knew Darlan for many years 
and saw him last at Bordeaux in 
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June, 1940, the much-discussed admi-
ral was a patriotic Frenchman and a 
hero. The author admits that Darlan 
sought power "and found it in the 
very defeat of France"; and he speaks 
of the admiral as "a devout Chris-
tian, a man of great personal integri-
ty, and, in spite of a veritable passion 
for power, a man of strong personal 
loyalties." In 1934, when Darlan was 
commander of the Atlantic division 
of the French fleet, General Weygand, 
Marshal Petain, and Darlan himself 
took the lead in a military plot for 
the purpose of carrying out a coup 
"on the pattern of a Spanish pronun-
ciamento" -a coup which "was in-
tended to remove manu militari the 
radical French Government and to 
substitute for it a military directorate 
headed by Marshal Petain." Wey-
gand, who, like Darlan, had Royalist 
leanings, was the guiding spirit. "His 
aim was to set up a mild military 
dictatorship, non-totalitarian and in-
dividualistic, modelled on Primo de 
Rivera's." But the plan failed. There 
was treason in the ranks of the plot-
ters. 
L ATER on Darlan, according to the author, made the French fleet a 
paragon of efficiency. He did away 
with many time-honored abuses and 
looked out in a competent manner for 
the well-being of the personnel. As a 
result, the French sailors were filled 
with loyalty to their leader. When, 
in the spring of 1940, it became 
known that the Germans were plan-
ning to seize parts of Scandinavia, the 
admiral wanted a showdown in a sea 
battle in the waters adjacent to the 
countries that were in danger. He be-
I, ____ _ 
lieved that the Nazis would lose; but 
he was overruled, and the British, says 
M. de Montmorency, had much to do 
with the overruling. 
Admiral Darlan was not on good 
terms with Albert Alexander, Church-
ill's First Lord of the Admiralty. He 
had mistrusted the British officer ever 
since the London Naval Conference 
of 1930. This led, in part, to the 
tragedy of Oran, where the English 
destroyed important units of the 
French fleet. On the other hand, Dar-
Ian was a staunch friend of Admiral 
Cunningham. 
M. de Montmorency has much to 
say about Darlan's conduct at the 
time of the armistice negotiations 
with Germany. The admiral believed 
that a government in exile "was 
bound to become one of complete 
subordination to the wishes of the 
hosts, however friendly the latter may 
be." Besides, he wanted to retain the 
fleet as a bargaining weapon. He 
knew the great power of the navy 
which he had managed to build and 
guard "by hook or by crook, by ca-
jolery or by threats, by drinking 
bouts to propitiate Daladier or by 
anti-British speeches to dupe the Ger-
mans." It is true that he did not 
place France's sea power into the 
service of Britain after the fall of 
France; but the author asks: 
If admiral Darlan had wanted to sur-
render the French navy to Hitler, if 
Marshal Petain was the "doddering pup-
pet" he was alleged to be, what on earth 
had stopped Hitler from getting the 
French Navy? 
The book contains an interesting 
account of what actually happened at 
the much-discussed Riom trials, to 
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which Hitler, in self-defense, felt 
compelled to call a halt. In addition, 
the author has much to say about 
Darlan's conduct and influence in 
North Africa at the time of the An-
glo-American invasion. The following 
statement of the admiral is regarded 
by the author as highly significant 
and as giving the key to unlock the 
apparent mysteries inherent in many 
of his words and deeds: 
As long as the Allied Nations were not 
ready to help France resume the strug-
gle, I tried, sad and resigned, to prevent 
France from dying under the German 
heel. During those fifteen months [of 
his vice-premiership at Vichy] nothing, 
absolutely nothing of vital importance 
was ceded to Germany. One plays poli-
tics with realities, not with sentiments. 
Naturally, a brief review of The 
Enigma of Admiral Darlan cannot 
refer to everything M. de Montmo-
rency adduces in defense of his hero. 
The book deserves careful study; but 
at present no reviewer has at his dis-
posal the facts which would enable 
him to judge the case without prej-
udice of any kind. Perhaps, in spite 
of the publishers' note, the future 
will bring to light much of what is 
now hidden under, and distorted by, 
the flaming passions of war. At any 
rate, M. de Montmorency has written 
a thought-provoking brief for Admi-
ral Darlan. 
The Land of Evangeline 
THE SEA IS SO WIDE. By Evelyn 
Eaton. Harper & Brothers, New 
York. 1943. 281 pages. $2.50. 
ON a bright September day in the year 1755 a drab procession of 
grimy, disheveled, despairing men 
and boys moved slowly, slowly out of 
the village of Grand Pre down to the 
shining blue sea. Days of imprison-
ment had dulled their spirits and had 
silenced the protests and the curses 
which had come so readily when they 
had grasped the full import of the 
sentence which had been passed upon 
them. Now they were a band of tired, 
frightened ghosts. But, though the 
men of Grand Pre stumbled along in 
silence, the air was filled with the 
cries of the women and the children 
who pressed close to the moving col-
umn. Sobbing, shouting, and praying, 
they advanced again and again to 
touch a loved hand or to speak com-
fort and reassurance to husband, fa-
ther, brother, or lover. 
No one who lived through it ever for-
got that march to the sea. It has passed 
into history, handed down by those who 
endured, lifted by those who would 
listen into the timeless world of legend 
and poetry. It became the heritage of 
suffering minorities, part of the racial 
problems of Canada, the United States, 
England, France, French Guiana, Saint 
Pierre and Miquelon, the Falklands, and 
many other places scattered far apart. It 
still works like a ferment in the human 
family, adding its misery to the sum 
total of the world's unhappiness and 
hate. 
This was the exodus of the Acadi-
ans, the sudden, summary expulsion 
of the peace-loving, industrious, pros-
perous, and happy farmers who had 
been caught up in the cruel and 
complex pattern of war. 
Of French descent, the people of 
Nova Scotia were unarmed neutrals 
in a land governed by an Englishman 
who declared, "There's no such thing 
as a neutral. A man is either a loyal 
I 
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British subject or an enemy alien." 
Governor Charles Lawrence, on 
whom history has fixed the responsi-
bility for the brutal treatment ac-
corded the Acadians, was an ambi-
tious, aggressive soldier. His country 
was at war with France. Why, then, 
he asked, should men and women 
who retained the language, the re-
ligion, and many of the customs of 
France be permitted to live and flour-
ish in the rich and fruitful valley of 
the Gaspereau? After all, the gover-
nor reasoned, "there is always a dis-
contented minority in the great move-
ments of history." Governor Lawrence 
acted quickly and without the knowl-
edge or the sanction of the home 
government in far-off London. In a 
brief foreword to The Sea Is So Wide 
the author observes: 
History disagrees as to whether mo-
tives of personal gain influenced Law-
rence; he certainly enriched himself and 
his friends. out of the confiscation of the 
Acadians' land and cattle .... No one 
novel could deal adequately with the re-
moval of the Acadians. This novel 
doesn't pretend to. It is simply the story 
of a handful of people set against a 
background of confiict and colonization. 
It begins in Acadia, but it is mainly set 
in the United States, that land of the 
transplanted, where people violently up-
rooted from their past form roots anew. 
Not too long ago the events por-
trayed in Evelyn Eaton's engrossing 
and well-written novel would have 
had significance for us only as a page 
from the early history of this con-
tinent. Today, with heavy hearts, we 
scrutinize the occurrences in the light 
of a decade of violence in which the 
oppression of minority groups has 
become almost commonplace. 
The Real South 
GEORGIA BOY. By Erskine Cald-
well. Duell, Sloan, and Pearce, Inc., 
New York. 1943. 293 pages. $2.00. 
E RSKINE CALDWELL is considered by most critics to be an important 
exponent of the American school of 
naturalism, the "hard boiled" sect, 
whose chief spokesmen are Heming-
way, Faulkner, and James T. Farrell. 
A native of Georgia, Caldwell was in 
succession a mill laborer, taxi driver, 
waiter, reporter, and world traveler. 
With his wife Margaret Bourne-
White, the photographer, he has re-
cently been a foreign correspondent, 
doing much of his work under trying 
conditions in Russia. 
Georgia Boy is not a book that one 
would expect from such a man. It is 
not naturalism as are Tobacco Road 
and God's Little Acre, his best known 
novels. It is not permeated with deg-
radation and degeneracy although it 
does deal with indigent common folk 
living in a shabby environment; to 
Caldwell fans it will seem a very mild 
piece of fiction, indeed. 
The book cannot rightly be called 
a novel. Rather it is a series of fifteen 
episodes or incidents taken from the 
life of the Stroup family. While the 
twelve-year-old boy William is the 
narrator, the character about whom 
everything centers is Morris, the fa-
ther. Regardless of the book's title, 
the story is Pa's story. Every happen-
ing adds to the composite which is 
the character of the old man, an 
indolent, hard-headed, worthless, and 
immoral Morris Stroup. The episodes 
themselves are as varied as they are 
typical of the South. Pa unwittingly 
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provides a funereal atmosphere for a 
wedding; he becomes involved with 
a grass widow and with a gypsy 
queen; he resurrects the institution 
of slavery in free Georgia; he steals 
what he wants, be it scrap iron or 
livestock; he pits game roosters while 
everything else goes to pot. These 
are only a few of the most interesting 
events. 
Two other characters in the story 
are worth mention. Martha Stroup, 
the Georgia boy's mother, has been 
the sole support of her husband for 
ten years. It isn't that he can't work; 
he simply refuses to. Therefore the 
wife does all of the man's chores 
around the house; she cooks and 
mends and cleans for the family-and 
she takes in washings besides. Martha 
is a good, wholesome, hardworking 
woman, yet her goodness is sometimes 
no match for her temper and human 
frailties. Handsome Brown, the Negro 
yard boy, is the family doormat. He 
bears the brunt of everything and in 
so doing becomes an excuse-making, 
fearful, shiftless jack-of-all-trades. 
How he is treated is illustrated by a 
happening on his "day off," which is 
supposed to come once a week. On 
this particular day, Pa "hires him 
out" at hard labor for fifty cents and 
takes this wage to buy a gorgeous 
new necktie. Such use of Handsome's 
free time is the rule, not the excep-
tion. 
This is the kind of book that will 
be finished at one sitting, two or three 
hours for most readers. In many 
places is is plain funny with a robust, 
earthly humor. In others it may seem 
risque, but only if the reader wants 
to make it so. There is much atmos-
phere, for the book is definitely re-
gional; however, long descriptive pas-
sages are not used to create the effect. 
The spoon bread, the biscuits and 
sorghum, the chicken fights, the pine 
lighters, Handsome Brown himself-
with such deft strokes the author 
pictures a South which is really there. 
It is impossible for Caldwell to escape 
all roughness and ugliness. But under 
the surface there is a kindly, not 
sloppy, sentimentalism. The boy 
seems to be in the story to give a 
softening touch, for his worship of 
his father often borders on the pa-
thetic. The book is worth reading, if 
only to gain a background for under-
standing the last chapter, which is 
entirely different in tone from the 
others. You have no idea how sorry 
you can feel for an "ornery" old man. 
WILLIAM D. LoY. 
Tender and Tough 
CAPRICORN/A. By Xavier Herbert. 
Foreword by Carl Van Doren. D. 
Appleton-Century Company, Inc., 
New York. 1943. 649 pages. $3.00. 
FROM the Land Down Under there comes a powerful new voice-a 
voice which speaks 
in adoration of Australia-not of Au-
stralia Politica, but of Terra Australia, 
the Land of the Unshackled Southern 
Cross, the Australian earth itself, out of 
a passionate love of which alone can a 
true Australian nation grow. 
Vehemently and with complete dis-
regard for the tender toes of British 
colonial officialdom Xavier Herbert 
presents the history of the vast and 
sprawling stretches of the Northern 
Territory of Australia over a period 
----~------~--~~ 
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of forty years. Contemptuously and 
with merciless candor he reveals the 
inefficiency, the stupidity, and the 
selfishness of the Anglo-Saxon empire-
builders. 
The Northern Territory, which Mr. 
Herbert calls Capricornia, is a land 
of violent contrasts, alternately baked 
and burned by the pitiless heat of 
the dry season or drowned and rav-
aged by the rains and the floods of 
the wet season. It is a land in which 
English and Eastern customs meet, 
sometimes harmoniously, more often 
in harsh and disturbing discord. It is 
a land of many races: English, Scotch, 
Irish, German, Japanese, Javanese, 
Chinese, and Australian aborigines. 
The mingling of these races forms the 
basic theme for Capricornia. 
Widespread miscegenation has pro-
duced a large population of half-
castes-unhappy men, women, and 
children who are neither white nor 
black, who are a "drifting nothing" 
condemned from birth to be "no-
names" and "yeller-fellers," despised 
by the white man and merely tole-
rated by the Binghis. It is the fate 
of these unfortunate half-castes which 
arouses Mr. Herbert's deepest resent-
ment and causes him to loose his 
sharpest barbs. He believes that 
church and state alike have failed in 
their obligations to these creatures of 
circumstance; and he has nothing but 
scorn for those who "hide from this 
very real and terrifically important 
thing, and hide it, and come to think 
after a while that it doesn't exist." 
Mr. Herbert is frankly and emphatic-
ally a defender of, and an advocate 
for, the Australian natives. 
The people of Australia are wakin' to 
the fact that they've got a responsibility 
in Brother Binghi. That'll lead 'em to 
gettin' to know him. And gettin' to know 
him will lead to gettin' to honour him 
and givin' him the citizenship that it's 
the everlastin' disgrace of his country 
he's been denied so long, and education, 
rights of a human bein' and the chance 
to learn this new system of society that's 
been dumped down in his country and 
so far has done nuthin' but wipe him 
out. 
Capricornia will undoubtedly 
arouse lively discussion and more 
than a little resentment. The subject 
of miscegenation is not a pleasant 
one; but it is one which demands and 
deserves thoughtful consideration. 
The problem of the black race is as 
close and as crucial to us as it is to 
Australia. Mr. Herbert's treatment of 
the issue is blunt, vigorous, and sin-
cere. 
X AVIER HERBERT, who is now in ac-tive service as a sergeant in the 
Australian Imperial Forces, was born 
in 1901 at Port Hedland on the wild 
northwestern coast of Australia. At 
the close of the first World War he 
went to Melbourne to enter medical 
school. Two years later he abandoned 
the study of medicine and, with but 
a small sum of money in his pockets, 
started out for Sidney, where he 
established himself as a writer. Failure 
and nostalgia eventually caused him 
to return to the bush country he 
knew and loved. Penniless, he made 
his way to the Northern Territory, 
and here, except for two years spent 
in Europe, he remained until he en-
listed in the army in 1941. 
The completed manuscript of Cap-
ricornia gathered dust for four years 
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while its obscure author sought in 
vain for a publisher. When the book 
was published, it won immediate rec-
ognition and success. Mr. Herbert re-
ceived the Sesqui-centenary Common-
wealth Literary Prize, two valuable 
government literary fellowships, and 
the Literary Society's Gold Medal 
Award. Britain's eminent H. G. Wells 
arranged for the European publica-
tion of the work, and Carl Van Doren 
contributes an introduction to the 
American edition. Mr. Van Doren 
says, "This is a powerful story, so full 
of exciting incidents it never drags, 
too full of unmistakable veracity ever 
to be doubted." 
Modern Gulliver 
ONE WORLD. By Wendell L. Will-
kie. Simon and Schuster. New York. 
1943. 206 pages. $1.00 (paper cov-
ers) . $2.00 (cloth covers). 
MR. WILLKIE'S book, which tells ·his story of the trip he took 
around the world for President Roose-
velt, is selling like hotcakes. If the 
heavy sales at first may be attributed 
to public curiosity and the loyalty 
of his followers, the continued de-
mand may justly be ascribed to the 
value of the book itself as an im-
portant contribution to the problem 
of bringing about a just peace and 
a world worth living in after our 
victory has been won by the grace 
of God. 
Mr. Willkie argues: 
There will be no peace, there will be 
no real development, there will be no 
economic stability, unless we find the 
method by which we can begin to break 
down the unnecessary trade barriers 
hampering the flood of goods. 
Among the freedoms necessary for 
peace he stresses economic freedom: 
Economic freedom is as important as 
political freedom. Not only must peo-
ple have access to what other peoples 
produce but their own products must in 
turn have some chance of reaching men 
all over the world. 
He rejects the idea many harbor 
that after the war there will be a re-
creation of western Europe in its old 
divisions of small nations, each with 
its political, economic, and military 
sovereignty: 
It was this outmoded system that 
caused millions in Europe to be capti-
vated by Hitler's proposed new order. 
For even with Hitler tyranny they at 
least saw the hope of the creation of an 
area large enough so that the economics 
of the modern world could successfully 
function .... 
The recreation of the small countries 
of Europe as political units, yes; their re-
creation as economic and military units, 
no, if we really hope to bring stabiliza-
tion to Western Europe both for its own 
benefit and for the peace and economic 
security of the world. 
Mr. Willkie holds that there should 
be immediately established a council 
of the United Nations for military 
strategy and postwar planning. Team-
work now among the Allies in the 
winning of the war will be but the 
prelude of a team-work that will be 
necessary after the war to win the 
peace. The instruments of interna-
tional. government can only be cre-
ated by gradual development now. 
Nor is there much hope in their being 
created amid the reawakened nationistic 
impulses, the self-seeking, the moral de-
generations and the economic and social 
dislocations that are always incident to 
a postwar period. They must be created 
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now under the cementing force of com-
mon danger. 
His visit with Stalin was particular-
! y interesting. He was given free 
rein in Russia to travel and ask 
questions. 
Many among the democracies fear and 
mistrust Soviet Russia. They dread the 
inroads of an economic order that would 
be destructive to their own. Such fear is 
weakness. 
Russia is neither going to eat us nor 
seduce us. That is-and this is something 
for us to think about-that is, unless our 
democratic institutions and our free 
economy become so frail through abuse 
and failure in practice as to make us soft 
and vulnerable .... 
We need to learn to work with her in 
the world after the war. For Russia is a 
dynamic country, a vital new society, a 
force that cannot be bypassed in any fu-
ture world. 
His views on prompt military aid 
to China are too well known to need 
repetition here. He saw on this world-
tour many signs indicative of an in-
tensified nationalism everywhere and 
fear of foreign domination and ex-
ploitation: 
All the people of the earth know that 
we have no sinister designs upon them, 
that even when we have in the past 
withdrawn from international affairs 
into a false self-sufficiency, it was without 
sinister purpose. And they know that, 
now we are in this war, we are not fight-
ing for profit, or loot, or territory, or 
mandatory power over the lives or the 
governments of other people. 
Though Mr. Willkie is still very 
popular among our people, he has lost 
many friends because of his "cam-
paign oratory" remark after the last 
presidential campaign. There is no 
doubt in this reviewer's mind that 
Mr. Willkie is making a bid for the 
presidency with this book. No one 
can say today whether or not he will 
succeed in becoming a candidate. We 
believe, however, that this book will 
make him new friends and win back 
some who once forsook him, for there 
is a strain of wholesome, forthright 
common sense in this volume that 
will find an echo in many an Amer-
ican heart. We all long for peace, 
durable peace. Perhaps Mr. Willkie's 
ideas can be put into practice. It is 
worth a trial. 
Low-down 
THREE OF A KIND. By James M. 
Cain. Alfred A. Knopf, New York. 
1943. 327 pages. $2.50. 
1fN the three novelettes comprising 
ll this book, James M. Cain has 
written, as he expresses it " .... high 
adventure on which a man and wom-
an embark." The author takes justifi-
able pride in his interest in his char-
acters; in all of his writings this in-
terest elicits a powerful, empathic re-
sponse from the reader. The sensitive 
person will definitely feel the funda-
mental emotions described by Mr. 
Cain: the fear, the horror, the anger, 
the bodily passion experienced by his 
characters. It is this direct reader-
participation in the numerous crises 
of the book that serves to lift Three 
of a Kind above the level of the 
ordinary novel. 
The first story, "Career in C Ma-
jor," is about a woman whose human 
qualities are consumed by a desire to 
excel, specifically as a concert singer, 
and her husband, a contractor, who 
turns operatic baritone to thwart her 
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ambition. Mr. Cain's stock-in-trade, 
the eternal triangle, contributes to 
the plot although there is no divorce, 
no broken home. This unusual twist, 
plus the unexpected but plausible 
ending, saves the story from mediocri-
ty. 
"The Embezzler" is in the manner 
of modern detective fiction. All it 
lacks is the detective, Mr. Cain being 
content to allow the narrative to un-
ravel itself. A bank officer, in love 
with the embezzler's wife, aids in mak· 
ing up the safety-deposit shortages 
while the husband, Charles Brent, is 
in the hospital. Not satisfied with his 
past crimes, Brent soon turns to rob-
bery and murder. These acts bring an 
investigation which drags into the 
open the original embezzlement, 
showing that all of the principal 
characters are involved. Again a sur-
prise ending, but this time one which 
is farfetched and not quite believable. 
The piece de resistance is "Double 
Idemnity." Though a bloody, brutal 
thing, it is a tale similar to the radio 
mystery thriller. It is concerned with 
cold premeditated murder perpetrated 
by an insane woman and a sane man, . 
an insurance broker. Physical lust and 
a desire for money are his motives. 
\Vithin the confines of some one hun-
dred pages, seven persons die, several 
by violent means. As always, the "per-
fect crime" is uncovered; the work-
ings of the broker's conscience bring 
a solution which is both horrible and 
satisfactory. Poetic justice is served in 
the most bizarre way. 
The collection has much in com-
mon with all of Mr. Cain's novels. 
It is told in the first person, which the 
author admits is his best technique. 
There is so much swift moving action 
that the reader, whether or not he 
likes it, is literally swept to the con-
clusion of each short novel. This 
rapid pace is fortified by an extremely 
down- to- earth, colloquial, ungram-
matical dialogue. Finally, there is the 
ever present emphasis on sex, which 
seems to be an obsession with Mr. 
Cain. Three of a Kind is important 
because it will be read by many per-
sons; it is not a contribution to our 
literature. WILLIAM D. LoY. 
Background Material 
MASTERS OF MOBILE WAR-
FARE. By Elbridge Colby. Prince-
ton University Press, Princeton, N. 
J. 1943. 155 pages. $2.00. 
N o doubt quite a few of our read-ers are, like ourselves, amateur 
strategists who en joy following the 
course of military operations with 
the help of maps and detailed ac-
counts. To such this book should 
prove of real interest. Not that Colo-
nel Colby is an amateur strategist or 
writes particularly for amateurs. He 
is, on the contrary, an active profes-
sional soldier and a writer of tech-
nical articles on military matters. This 
book of his, however, is couched in 
non-technical language and is within 
the range of the general reader. 
The importance of mobility in war-
fare is, as the title indicates, the au-
thor's chief concern. To illustrate the 
points that he wishes to make he 
analyzes some of the campaigns and 
battles of the Duke of Marlborough, 
Frederick the Great, and Napoleon. 
In the case of Marlborough he deals 
especially with the operations that 
I 
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culminated in the battle of Blenheim 
and with the battles of Ramillies and 
Oudenarde. Of the great Frederick's 
campaigns he chooses that of the au-
tumn of 1757, which was marked by 
the battles of Rossbach and Leuthen. 
The campaign in Italy, in 1796, and 
the battles of Austerlitz and Fried-
land serve to illustrate the genius of 
the Corsican. 
The material presented by Colonel 
Colby brings out the point that mo-
bility, flexibility of movement, swift 
maneuver, is the essence of success in 
war. That the rate of movement in 
our mechanized age has been stepped 
up far beyond anything dreamt of 
in the days of the three great captains 
named makes no difference to the ar-
gument, for the mobility of one op-
ponent is always relative to that of 
the other. Of course, mere mobility 
accomplishes nothing. It must be em-
ployed in the service of tactical con-
siderations, and it can be fruitfully 
employed in this manner only if it 
opens the way to a well-directed ap-
plication of power at the proper time 
and place. The successful military 
leader is one who has patience and 
self-control to wait until the situation 
has clarified itself to him and who is 
then able to choose the best measures 
and put them swiftly into execution. 
How, for example, this combination 
of factors enabled Frederick the Great 
to defeat a force three times as large 
as his own at Rossbach is, therefore, 
not just a matter of historical interest. 
It is a vital military lesson for all 
times. 
Colonel Colby not only writes 
clearly and to the point on his main 
theme but rounds out his presenta-
tion by filling in the historical back-
ground and sketching the military 
technique of the times of which he 
speaks. On only one point did he 
leave us in the lurch. He did not 
state how many men there were to a 
battalion or a squadron in the days 
of Marlborough and Frederick, and, 
since we do not happen to know, we 
were left just a bit hazy at one or two 
points. 
Partial Wonder 
BEHIND THE SULFA DRUGS. By 
!ago Galdston, M.D., D. Appleton-
Century, New York. 1943. 174 
pages. $2.00. 
CALVIN CooLIDGE, JR., as the son of the President of the United 
States, had at his command the best 
medical skill in the country; yet he 
died in 1924 from blood poisoning 
introduced through a blister on his 
big toe. Less than twenty years later 
the poorest man in the land has a 
good chance of recovering from such 
a malady and from many others near-
ly as deadly. 
All this has been due to the dis-
covery of the sulfa drugs, but thought-
ful people will want to know what 
was behind such a wonderful dis-
covery. 
Dr. Galdston tells us of four hun-
dred years of inspiration and disillu-
sionment, of faithful labor and heart-
break. It is all an old story to the 
scientist who spends his life in a lab-
oratory striving only for the approval 
of his fellow-scientists, but perhaps a 
new one to the public that has come 
to take the wonders of science for 
granted. 
54 The CRESSET 
Paracelsus, in the early part of the 
sixteenth century, was the first to 
break the spell of ancient authority 
and to teach that men could learn to 
devise their own medicines. But such 
truly man-made medicines had to wait 
upon the development of the scien-
tific method by Bacon, Kepler, Gali-
leo, Descartes, Newton, and the other 
great men of their day. 
In the nineteenth century came the 
discovery of the coal tar dyes, by Per-
kin and others, and the discovery of 
germs as the cause of disease, by Pas-
teur. It was Paul Ehrlich who saw 
the connection between the two. He 
reasoned that if certain tissues are 
stained only by certain special dyes, 
then it should be possible to create 
medicines that would attack specific 
germs without harming their host. 
Years of faithful service to this ideal 
yielded 606, salvarsan, the arsenic-
containing drug that has been the 
salvation of thousands of sufferers 
from syphilis. 
This came in 1910 and was thought 
to introduce the millennium of a spe-
cial drug for every disease, but in-
stead 1910 to 1935 were known as the 
"doldrum years" ma~ked more by dis-
couragement than by progress. 
Then came the sulfa drugs, and the 
world once more hailed a panacea for 
all ills. Medical science was more 
cautious, and Dr. Galdston's book 
ends on the note that the sulfa drugs 
are a "stay of execution-not a full 
pardon" for suffering humanity. 
The book is written for the inter-
ested layman, not to interest laymen. 
It is a well-written factual book, but 
not an entertaining one. 
W. P. CoRTELYou. 
A Case of Paranoia? 
IS GERMANY INCURABLE? By 
Richard M. Brickner, M.D. Lip-
pincott, Philadelphia. 1943. 317 
pages. $3.00. 
''No," says Dr. Brickner, provided 
we take her guns away from 
her so she cannot kill the doctors 
who would cure her, and provided we 
employ doctors who can recognize 
paranoia and know how to treat it. 
A paranoid is an insane person 
with delusions of grandeur who can-
not be satisfied in a subordinate posi-
tion, who believes that many people 
are persecuting him to keep him from 
climbing to his rightful place, and 
who vastly magnifies insignificant 
events of his past history to prove 
his case to himself and to argue it 
before the world. 
We cannot escape the conclusion 
that Germany is dominated by para-
noids when we realize that German 
leaders believe that Germans are the 
best people in the world, that they 
are destined to rule the world, that 
most other nations have long been 
organized just to prevent this, and 
that their past history proves their 
destiny. 
Most of Dr. Brickner's book is de-
voted to establishing that conclusion, 
to warning that paranoids become 
murderers in the end, and that they 
do not cure themselves. 
A paranoid can be cured, however, 
if the psychiatrist who treats him can 
find a clear area in his mental at-
titudes, can teach him to recognize 
when his thinking is in this clear 
area, and to recognize and correct his 
deviations from it; provided also the 
-~~---' 
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associates of the patient can be taught 
to cease giving in to his whims (ap-
peasing him) which only serves to 
strengthen his delusion of persecu-
tion! This treatment is long and 
tedious and must be relentless, but it 
is the only successful one known. 
Germany has the necessary clear 
area, the thousands, if not millions, of 
normal people, many of whom left 
Germany during the past century 
rather than submit to the domination 
of the growing paranoid group. If 
Germans of this sort, both those now 
living in Germany and those who 
might be persuaded to return, can be 
placed in power after the war and 
kept there until the normal group be-
comes large enough to stay in power 
without outside help, there is a real 
hope that Germany will be cured; 
but any thought that Germany will 
cure herself without outside help 
should be dismissed from the minds 
of all informed people. 
The longer a paranoid has been a 
victim of his mental disease, the 
deeper its thought patterns have been 
impressed on his brain, the more dif-
ficult is his treatment. Perhaps the 
most fascinating part of Dr. Brick-
ner's book is his report on the be-
ginning of paranoid trends in Ger-
man society more than a century ago. 
Hitler is the worst paranoid to ap-
pear in Germany, but he is by no 
means the first one. In 1814 the 
German poet and historian, Arndt, 
said, "Everything which is impure in 
German philosophy comes to us from 
abroad" and "A people so courageous 
and intelligent as ours can never be-
come the prey of inferior neighbors." 
Even if Dr. Brickner's study were 
not important to the whole world, his 
book would make fascinating reading 
to all who are interested in mental 
aberrations. And who is not? 
W. P. CoRTELYou. 
Woman With the Hoe 
GARDENING-WITHOUT BUNK. 
By Sam J. Boal. G. P. Putnam's 
Sons, New York. 1942. 139 pages. 
$1.75. 
BACK around the first of the year the . lord of the house began to 
talk about the advantages of hav-
ing our own garden this summer. 
He was always very careful to point 
out that, while it was obviously the 
only thing to do, he himself would 
be occupied, all summer long, with 
more important things. 
This has happened before. But in 
other years a few pointed observa-
tions always turned the trick: the 
initial investment in tools and im-
plements, the uncertainties of weather 
and insects, and the ease of driv-
ing a mile to the nearest truck gar-
den. It always worked, and the closest 
we've come to nature in the past 
five years is when we pick our an-
nual bouquet of peonies which, mi-
raculously enough, come back every 
year with a minimum of tender and 
loving care. 
It's different this year. We're con-
vinced by talk of food shortages and 
patriotism, and we're determined 
that our first' effort shall be as suc-
cessful as our amateur status will al-
low. 
After digging about in numerous 
seed catalogues and in back and 
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current issues of garden magazines 
and taking copious notes from the 
conversations of my more experi-
enced neighbors, I found myself 
dreaming dizzily-in beautiful prose 
-about big heads of iceberg lettuce, 
crunchy stalks of Pascal celery, and 
luscious, blood-red tomatoes. 
In the nick of time I came upon 
a little volume, Gardening-Without 
Bunk, which, more than anything 
I've found so far-and I'm not go-
ing to look any farther-seems to 
come down to my level and makes a 
garden seem plausible. 
What a relief to see in print, on 
the very first page, something I've 
suspected all along, 
Gardening is by no means easy; it is 
largely hard, sweaty, physical labor. 
This is not to say that it is impossibly 
difficult, but beware of lyricists . . . 
when they inform you that gardening is 
good exercise. If your idea is to exer-
cise, learn a series of calisthenics and do 
them on the terrace while your hired 
man harrows the garden. Digging in the 
garden cannot compare to a good, fast 
set of tennis so far as exercise goes. 
On page 5 I found a wonderfully 
frank statement about that celery I 
was planning to have: 
The gardener's time is far better spent 
on something more immediately produc-
tive, and even if his celery raising is suc-
cessful . . . . he will find himself the 
perplexed owner of no celery for go per 
cent of ·his season and the equally per-
plexed owner of three bushes-all clam-
oring to be eaten-during the September 
week he and his family decide to drive 
to Martha's vineyard or Yellowstone Na-
tional Park. 
The first part of the book is full 
of such gems. Most of it seems to 
make sense. The main part of the 
book takes every conceivable vegeta-
ble from Artichoke (French) through 
Wat~rmelon and explains all there 
could possibly be to know about 
each: whether to plant at all; when, 
where, how, and how much to plant; 
how to combat the various plagues 
of plant life; chances for a successful 
crop; and, in the case of parsnips, 
how to cook them in order to pro-
voke howls of appreciation from 
your family. Most of this information 
is condensed to a handy table. 
The last two chapters deal briefly 
with flowers-annuals and perennials. 
The back numbers of the maga-
zines are going back to the library 
tomorrow, and Gardening-Without 
Bunk is going into the pocket of 
my new blue denims. 
FLORA ALLEN. 
Midwestern Epic 
GIANTS GONE: Men Who Made 
Chicago. By Ernest Poole. Whit-
telsey House, New York. 1943. 354 
Pages. $2.75. 
T HIS is a fascinating account of the men who made Chicago and who 
also had their part in the work of 
building up our great · Middle West. 
Ernest Poole, author of The Harbor 
and winner of the Pulitzer Prize by 
his novel, His Family, has done an 
excellent job of presenting these 
character studies. He carries the 
reader through the history of Chica-
go in these chapters, beginning with 
young Gurdon Hubbard who traded 
with Indians. There is William 
Ogden, railroad builder; Long John 
Wentworth, lawyer, editor, mayor, 
_________________ I 
June 1943 57 
who brought some semblance of 
law and order out of the chaos 
of the rapidly growing city; Jo-
seph Medill, founder of the Chi-
cago Tribune, who helped to estab-
lish the Republican party and elect 
Abraham Lincoln to the presidency; 
John Pinkerton, founder of the great 
detective agency that made the name 
Pinkerton synonymous with the fic-
tional Sherlock Holmes; Cyrus Mc-
Cormick, whose reaper led to the es-
tablishment of the great Internation-
al Harvester Company; Potter Palm-
er, whose name is still remembered 
in the Palmer House; Marshall Field; 
Levi Leiter; Philip Armour; Carter 
Harrison; Daniel Burnham, archi-
tect of the Columbian Exposition; 
George Mortimer Pullman, of sleep-
ing-car fame; Jane Addams of Hull 
House; unscrupulous Charles Tyson 
Yerkes; Charles Hutchinson, founder 
of the Chicago Art Museum; Theo-
dore Thomas, who brought music to 
Chicago; Frank Billings, medical 
man; William Raney Harper, foun-
der of Chicago University; and many 
other men-some honest, with high 
ideals of citizenship, others mean 
and grasping-come to life in these 
pages. All of them in one way or 
another contributed something of 
their genius to the building of one 
of the most unique cities in the 
world and added their part to the 
romance of this great city. 
As the author thus unfolds the 
epic of Chicago as he has woven it 
into the stories of these great leaders, 
we see the city slowly rise out of the 
swamp of the southwestern shore of 
Lake Michigan, sprawling, ram-
shackle, boisterous, pulsating with life 
and inviting first thousands, then mil-
lions, from all parts of our country 
and Europe and taking them to her 
bosom. Cheap frame buildings and 
unplanned streets first mark the town 
-streets so dry in the heat of sum-
mer that a dust cloud hovers over 
everything, and so muddy after frost 
and rain that horses sank to their 
bellies in the effort to haul their 
loads over them. Order slowly comes 
to this chaos. Planked streets are fol-
lowed by pavements of stone and 
brick; horse-cars appear, then trol-
leys, then the "L." The Great Chica-
go Fire of 1871 devastates the city, 
but out of the ashes comes forth a 
new and greater Chicago. Panics and 
hard times bring breadlines, and 
hunger breeds disease. There are 
wide open saloons, brothels, gam-
bling hells, and also schools and 
churches. Prosperity brings milliom 
to the city, and Chicago spreads out 
to the north and south and west. 
The Columbian Exposition makes it 
the White City and world-renowned. 
And behind all this there is always 
some man, or some group of men, 
with a vision; they dream and plan 
and scheme and translate their 
dreams and plans and schemes into 
reality. They a.re the men who made 
Chicago what it is today; America in 
a nutshell. 
ONE thing we missed. In the build-ing of Chicago the churches had 
an important part. No outstanding 
clergyman is dealt with in these 
pages. That is a serious fault. None 
the less the book is to be recommend-
ed to all interested in the building of 
America. Similar books, as well writ-
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ten as this, telling the story of the 
men who made Cleveland, Detroit, 
Indianapolis, CincinQati, Pittsburgh, 
St. Louis, etc., would be most inter-
esting contributions to the biograph-
ical and historical literature of our 
country. 
Insight and Clarity 
A CIRCLE IN THE WATER. By 
Helen Hull. Coward-McCann, Inc., 
New York. 1943. 408 pages. $2.50. 
Glory is like a circle in the water, 
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself 
Till by broad spreading it disperse 
to naught. 
-SHAKESPEARE. 
T HESE lines are the text of Miss Hull's novel, which deals with 
the gradual disintegration of the life 
and the ideals of a man hungry for 
glory. When the story opens, Hilary 
Sedgewick has just completed his 
first novel, in which even the most 
caustic critics find promise of future 
greatness. When fame and financial 
success do not follow immediately, 
Hilary sets out to capture these bau-
bles, not caring whose throat he cuts 
or how he abases himself in his wild 
pursuit. At the close of the book he 
is a highly successful writer of serials 
for women's journals; he is married 
to an empty-headed second wife; and 
he is prosperous, pompous, and un-
happy. The story of his fall, as told 
by Miss Hull, is entirely devoid of 
melodrama, and yet it holds the in-
terest of the reader to the very end. 
Hilary and Vera Sedgewick are the 
sort of people we all know. Vera is 
a devoted and loyal wife who stands 
by her faithless partner until he kills 
her last shred of love with bitterly 
unjust accusations. Hilary, the ego-
ist about whom his whole world must 
revolve, has, in spite of his grave 
failings, a boyish charm which dis-
arms both his wife and the reader. 
It will not, however, take the reader 
as long to discover the real man as 
it takes his wife; for he will recog- ' 
nize Hilary as a scoundrel on the 
very first page of the book. Vera's 
gradual awakening to her husband's 
infidelities, both physical and spir-
itual, is the main theme of the novel. 
She finally breaks with Hilary and 
marries Arthur Collins who, though 
bald, paunchy, and careless in his 
dress, is honest, humorous, and deep· 
ly in love. 
Miss Hull succeeds in making Hi-
lary and Vera real people. Her mi-
nor characters, too, are well deline-
ated. Young Bill Sedgewick is as nor-
mal and likeable a grubby little boy 
as has appeared in fiction for quite 
a spell. The reader will long re-
member Mona, witty, intelligent. 
and tragic, and Hilary's father, a 
taciturn but virile Maine farmer, 
who is not in the least impressed 
with his son's achievements. 
Miss Hull writes about the Amer-
ican scene with insight and clarity. 
Her settings, though they do not 
have the advantage of being strange 
and hence glamorous, are correct in 
every detail. The early part of the 
novel is set in a mid-Western college 
town, and the descriptions of town 
and campus would fit almost any 
small college town in Ohio or In-
diana or Illinois. Miss Hull's New 
York is the New York seen from the 
window of a fourth-floor walk-up. 
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As in almost every other novel of 
campus life, both the president and 
the dean of the college are pompou~ 
old windbags, and their wives are 
fussy snoopers of the velvet dog-col-
lar variety. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH. 
Story of Tirol 
BENEATH ANOTHER SUN. By 
Ernst Loth. Translated by Bar-
rows Mussey. Doubleday, Doran & 
Co., New York. 1943. 419 pages. 
$2.75. 
yN Beneath Another Sun Ernst Loth 
1L tells the tragic story of a fam· 
ily cast out from its beloved home-
land by the Italo-German agree-
ment and repatriated within the 
Reich. The roots of the Mumelter 
family lay deep in the South Tirol, 
for the town of Bozen had been 
home to that family since the six· 
teenth century. And home to a South 
Tirolean means more than a dwell-
ing place. It means the streets and 
the squares of his town, its buildings 
and its monuments, the way the ap· 
pies ripen early on the trees in his 
yard and the way the sun tints the 
snow on his mountains. 
The Mumelter family consists of 
Grandfather, who at ninety-one is 
still erect and defiant; Andreas, the 
novel's hero; Riccarda, his sister; 
and Sepp, his younger brother. From 
the peaceful and ever lovely moun-
tains of the South Tirol this family 
h ruthlessly torn and resettled in 
the smoky, dirty industrial district 
of Pilsen. Here in Czechoslovakia 
they find nothing but coldness and 
ugliness, for they are regarded wit~ 
suspicion by the Czechs and with 
hatred and contempt by the Nazis. 
They make a heroic attempt to find 
some measure of happiness in their 
new home, but only Sepp succeeds. 
Grandfather is killed, not by the 
violent tortures of the Nazis, but by 
the bitter humiliations he suffers at 
their hands and by the horror of be-
holding in his youngest grandson the 
budding of a typical Hitler youth. 
Riccarda resigns herself to a loveless 
marriage. Andreas revolts and be-
comes an active leader in the Czech 
underground movement against the 
Nazis. 
Since he is a trained engineer, An-
dreas is forced to work in the arma-
ment factory at Pilsen, where he is 
to perfect his own invention, which 
is to improve the aim of anti-aircraft 
artillery. The reader will be as dis-
appointed as was Andreas when the 
Fuhrer fails to show up to witness 
the experimental firing of the per-
fected gun. The reader will not be 
surprised to learn, however, that An-
dreas is finally betrayed by his young-
er brother, Sepp; for that is the type 
of loyalty Hitler inspires. In contrast 
to Sepp, the reader will meet many 
truly valiant people, among them 
Andreas' American wife, her parents, 
and the unnamed and unnumbered 
Czechs who fight in the dark and are 
proud to die for their country as 
hostages for its leaders. 
Beneath Another Sun is a novel, 
but it is not fiction. The ghastly 
story of Nazi cruelty, injustice, and 
crime is familiar to all reading peo-
ples, and it is a story based on cold 
fact. This novel isolates one family 
from the heartbroken millions of en-
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slaved people and shows the tragic 
effects of Nazi brutality on a once 
loving, happy, united family group. 
The novel is so skilfully written, 
however, that the reader never feels 
he is reviewing Case History No. 
578,462. The characters are alive and 
real, and the love story of Andreas 
and Gwen is both tender and con-
vincing. These two young people, 
both of them shy and modest and 
yet stalwart and incorruptible, are 
the sort that Hitler and his mob 
cannot touch except to kill. 
T HE author' s style is frequently halting and occasionally awkward. 
This may, of course, be the fault of 
the translator. On the whole, how-
ever, the book is both well written 
and expertly translated. It will en-
rage you by its tales of Nazi inhu-
manity; but it will also hearten you 
by showing you that, although Hit-
ler has conquered many lands, he 
has found the spirit of their inhabi-
tants to be indomitable. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH. 
From Peter to Pius? 
PAGEANT OF THE POPES. By 
John Farrow. Sheed & Ward, New 
York. 1942. 420 pages. $3.50. 
T HIS ponderous volume presents a historical record of that remark-
able institution, the Roman papacy, 
in terms of the individuals-all of 
them-who have, since the early Chris-
tian era, represented themselves as 
"Vicars of Christ." Written by a Ro-
man Catholic, it naturally views the 
papacy in a sympathetic light, al-
though-be it said to the credit of 
the author-he is unsparing in his 
denunciation of the sins and scandals 
that brought the See of Peter into 
disrepute up until the time of the 
Reformation. 
Mr. Farrow, of course, accepts on 
an a priori basis the ecclesiastical 
legitimacy of the papacy and its right 
to universal spiritual sovereignty. The 
papal line is traced, with supreme 
assurance, directly back to St. Peter, 
and the fact that the incumbents of 
the Roman bishopric during the first 
several Christian centuries are shroud-
ed in a historic haze does not deter 
the author from a vivid description 
of these worthies. 
The Roman Catholic bias of the 
author is, of course, evident through-
out the book, e.g., in his bland as-
sertion that Peter "presided" at the 
first council of the Church; in his 
castigation of Luther as more in-
terested in "politics" than in religion; 
and in his complete exoneration of 
the papacy with regard to its posi-
tion in the ltalo-Ethiopian War and 
in the Spanish Civil War. 
Even though we cannot agree with 
one enthusiastic commentator that 
"the Pope is the most important per-
son in the world," the fact remains 
that he represents a power that must 
be reckoned with and that will surely 
seek to turn the issues of the present 
war to its own ends, in keeping with 
its age-old policy of expediency. For 
this reason, it is well that we acquaint 
ourselves with the historical back-
ground and the traditional policies of 
the Vatican. 
Pageant of the Popes betrays an 
occasional evidence of slipshod schol-
arship, as, for example, the reference 
to the contemporary Boston prelate 
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as john Cardinal O'Connell (p. 378). 
If Mr. Farrow does not even know 
the Christian name (William, if 
you're interested) of this American 
cardinal of 1943, how can we be sure 
of the accuracy of his information on 
Pope Anicetus, who is said to have 
donned the tiara back in 155 A.D.-
or even Zephyrinus, who departed 
this vale of tears in 217 A.D., and 
who, we are assured, "was kind to 
sinners and generous to the poor." 
June-Bug 
It doesn't help a bit, does it, to tell you: 
"Here now, get up, you foolish little june-bug!" 
when you can't, can you, 
lying there so helplessly upon your back, 
ceaselessly and desperately flailing all six legs, 
as if by all your effort 
you might somehow shift the balance-center .... 
I picked you up before, a dozen times if once, 
out of sheer benevolence or pity ... 
but look at you, foolish and disgusting thing, 
back upon your back, 
kicking and pedaling the air .... 
Suppose I pick you up 
and place you right side down again, 
will not the inevitable once more prove in-
evitable, 
that I will find you on your back, 
kicking and running upside down, 
getting desperately nowhere .... 
Oh, wretched june-bug, 
when will you learn to know your benefactor ... ·.? 
- J AROSLAV VAJDA 
A BRIEF GLANCE AT RECENT PUBLICATIGNS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
----------------------------~~~-----------------------------
THE HEART RETURNETH 
By Vera Lebedeff. J. B. Lippincott 
Company, Philadelphia and New 
York. 1943. 319 pages. $2.50. 
T HE collapse of the Tsarist govern-ment of Russia in 1917 ushered 
in a period of revolution and blood-
shed. Rich bourgeoisie landowners 
and members of the hated aristocracy 
fled before the spreading Red Ter-
ror. They sought sanctuary in many 
countries, there to await the return 
of reason and order in their home-
land. This, most of them believed, 
would be only a matter of time. But 
the years have passed, and the old 
regime has not been restored. Many 
of the refugees have become recon-
ciled and have been absorbed in the 
national life of other nations; but 
there are others who remain intensely 
Russian, homesick exiles and wan-
derers. The Heart Returneth is an 
engrossing story of life in a White 
Russian colony in Detroit, Michigan. 
Vera Lebedeff was born in Russia. 
She understands the Russian tempera-
ment and the dreams and the nostal-
gic longings which bind the colony 
into a closely knit unit. Her charac-
terizations are clear and convincing. 
MUSKEGO BOY 
By Edna and Howard Hong. Augs-
burg Publishing House, Minneapo-
lis. 1943. 96 pages. $2.00. 
T HIS is the story of Mikkel, a Nor-wegian boy of eleven who came 
to America just a hundred years ago 
with his parents, his little sister, his 
grandmother, and an uncle and aunt. 
In the first chapter Mikkel finds out 
that in spring they will all leave for 
the land of promise beyond the wa-
ters. There follow the preparations, 
the leave-taking, and the journey of 
two months on a sail boat. By way 
of the Hudson, the Erie Canal, and 
the Great Lakes the little party 
reaches Milwaukee and at last ar-
rives at the frontier settlement of 
Muskego, where they begin to build 
up a new life. They encounter hard-
ships and sorrows but are sustained 
by their firm faith in God, and fin-
ally better days dawn for them. The 
story is beautifully and skilfully told 
and is to be highly commended from 
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both the religious and the historical 
angle. Children will enjoy it, and so 
will the many grown-ups who like to 
read good juveniles. Numerous il-
lustrations in wood-cut style enliven 
the book. Eight Norwegian terms in 
the text, which add an exotic flavor 
for non-Norwegians, are explained on 
the cover. 
THE CASTLE OF 
CONTENTMENT 
By Jaegermester Plov. Willett, 
Clark & Co., Chicago and New 
York. 1937. 253 pages. $2.00. 
T HOUGH this volume was published six years ago, the publishers are 
again advertising it. There is a cer-
tain fitness in that. The author is 
Denmark's most popular writer, and 
the "castle of contentment" which he 
describes is his own farm in Jutland. 
In about fifty brief chapters the events 
of a year are reviewed. One learns 
to know the family of the "castle," 
not to forget Muggi, the dog, and 
Opoleon, the cat which disappeared 
and did or did not return. There are 
the sights and sounds of the Danish 
countryside as the seasons go by, and 
over and through it all wafts an air 
of serenity and peace and a kindly 
philosophy of life. A vital religious 
note is unfortunately lacking. Other-
wise the book is simply delightful. 
But, alasl-this is the Denmark that 
was, the Denmark which the author 
could still characterize as "perhaps 
the only civilized nation in this world 
that has been independent and self-
supporting and unconquered by any 
other nation for more than a thou-
sand years." One wonders how the 
friendly inhabitants of the "castle" 
fare in these days. 
THE UITLE PRINCE 
By Antoine de Saint-Exupery. 
Reyna! & Hitchcock, New York. 
1943. 92 pages. $2.00. 
T HE author of Wind, Sand and Stars and Flight to Arras relates 
an unforgettable experience that 
came to him six years ago when his 
plane was forced down in the Sahara. 
It began when an odd little voice 
said to him, "If you please-draw me 
a sheep." There followed nine days 
during which Saint-Exupery gradual-
ly pieced together the strange story 
of the Little Prince who had come 
from so very far away (from an aster-
oid, to be exact) and who bore in his 
heart a memory that drew him back 
to the place he had left. About forty 
watercolors, fourteen full-page, illus-
trate the story. The beauty, whimsy, 
and pathos of the tale and its good-
humored raillery at human foibles 
will endear it to children from twelve 
years on, provided they are blessed 
with the gift of imagination. Adults 
this side of their hundredth birthday 
will also enjoy it, provided they are 
not too dreadfully grown up. 
8fCay 
CHILDREN OUT OF HAND 
The Atlantic has two articles 
dealing with the treatment of re-
fractory children. Both writers 
know whereof they speak. Chester 
Lee White last summer served as 
supervisor in a reform school 
in California, and Grace Irwin 
taught in "slum schools" on the 
Atlantic seaboard for six years. 
The experiences of the two are 
very similar, and the conclusions 
at which they arrive are identical. 
They saw at first hand how the 
sickly sentimentalism works out 
that has fastened itself on so many 
of our schools, demanding that 
children be under all circum-
stances treated with sweetness and 
gentleness, that they be placed un-
der no compulsion, and that only 
the very mildest punishments be 
applied. The results of such treat-
ment on refractory children, as 
they observed them, were exactly 
what any sane person who is not 
wedded to wild .theories would ex-
pect. The writers are convinced 
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Each month THE CussET presents a 
check list of important articles in 
leading magazines which will be of 
interest to our readers 
that there is a crying need for 
more effective discipline, and both 
favor a proper measure of corporal 
punishment when other means 
have failed. We heartily agree 
with them and urge our readers 




Under this head Fortune dis-
cusses one of the most troublesome 
problems· in the American gov-
ernmental set-up. We like to say 
in this country that we stand for 
government by laws and not by 
men. But what of the ever-in-
creasing number of commissions 
which embody legislative, execu-
tive, and judicial functions? Their 
decisions are made at the discre-
tion of their members and are on-
ly in certain respects subject tore-
view by the courts. Doesn't this 
open the door to tyranny? There 
is that danger, and yet we cannot 
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get along without these admin-
istrative agencies, and the more 
complex our civilization becomes, 
the more of them are we likely to, 
have. How else could, for instance, 
radio broadcasting be regulated, 
or the railroads, or the sale of 
securities? Laws may be made to 
cover general principles involved, 
but the interpretation and the ap-
plication of these laws to individu-
al cases must be left in the hands 
of some agency. Only by seeing to 
it that none but men of the 
highest type are entrusted with 
such duties and by exercising con-
stant vigilance can we avoid the 
dangers that lie in the situation. 
WILL JAPAN CRACK UP? 
Amori Harris, who writes on 
this topic in Harper's, knows Ja-
pan well, for he lived there for 
nearly forty years as a teacher. 
Among his pupils were two broth-
ers of the present Emperor. Mr. 
Harris tells us that many of the 
facile generalizations made about 
Japan are false or inaccurate. One 
must keep in mind that the J apa-
nese nation consists of two classes 
that differ enormously from each 
other-the samurai, or warriors, 
and the heimin, or common peo-
ple, who comprise ninety-six per 
cent of the population. The latter, 
except in so far as they are under 
the spell of indoctrination by the 
samurai, are not particularly cour-
ageous or war-minded. Also, "in 
Japan the pendulum swings swift 
and far." Mr. Harris believes that 
if the Japanese homeland were 
made to suffer heavy air raids the 
people would lose confidence in 
their military leaders, who have 
assured them of immunity in that 
regard. Fair peace conditions from 
our side would then lead to an 
overthrow of the military clique 
and the inauguration of a liberal 
regime in Japan. 
GLEANINGS FROM "THE 
CHRISTIAN CENTURY" 
Ernest M. Howse writes that 
since the war the liquor trade has 
expanded tremendously in Can-
ada. Due to increasing pressure, 
especially by the churches, Prime 
Minister Mackenzie King has abol-
ished liquor advertising and con-
siderably reduced the quantity of 
liquor sold. However, the brewers 
are opposing the new laws very 
vigorously. 
* * * 
International law based on the 
"Geneva Convention Relative to 
the Treatment of Prisoners of 
War" (1929), does exist in almost 
all prison camps, according to an 
article by Tracy Strong. Inhumane 
treatment is forbidden and every-
thing possible is done to treat 
prisoners as human beings. The 
International Red Cross is the 
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chief agency in promoting the 
welfare of prisoners. The millions 
of prisoners who . live under hu-
mane law owe it to the spirit of 
Christ in the nations. 
... . . 
There are four reasons, argues 
Hugh Stevenson Tigner, why we 
must bring all peoples into one 
common bond of cooperation after 
the next armistice: (1) modern 
technology has destroyed isolation; 
( 2) we cannot stand the cost of 
another war; (3) the white man 
is numerically too small to have 
the other races as enemies; (4) the 
Christian principles that we con-
fess require that we bring the 
Gospel to all men and show our 
Christian love. President Wilson 
had the right idea when he pro-
posed his "fourteen points." The 
only way to put them across is to 
back them with public opinion. 
• • • 
We cannot resume normal ac-
tivities for a long time after the 
war, says Mr. Tigner, in another 
article. For the duration of man-
kind our domestic problems will 
be mixed with the problems of 
mankind. We cannot escape the 
fact that we are members of the 
human race and that we will have 
to share with the world. Perhaps 
a spiritual awakening will be the 
result of our material shortages. 
"THE COMMONWEAL" ON 
EDUCATION 
There is danger that the tradi-
tion of liberal education in the 
American high school may become 
a war casualty. In 1942 the United 
States Office of Education began 
the promotion of the High School 
Victory Corps. At first this Corps 
was merely to motivate high 
school work during the war. Now 
there is danger that liberal educa-
tion will be eliminated from high 
schools and that pre-army train-
ing will take its place. 
... ... . 
The war has played havoc with 
higher education. The present 40 
per cent of normal college enroll-
ments will be made up almost en-
tirely of girls. Scientific texts are 
being used much more than books 
in liberal arts. But there is one 
bright side to the picture. The 
Army and Navy are sending thou-
sands of their officers to school to 
learn history, English, writing and 
speaking. 
AFfER THE WAR 
The postwar world will be a 
new world in more ways than one. 
David 0. Woodbury in "Your 
Life Tomorrow" (Colliers) pre-
sents some changes that will come 
into postwar homes as a result of 
the new inventions that are flow-
ing out of plants and laboratories 
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unbreakable, will be important; 
glass springs for clocks and watch-
es; glass piping; glass walls, made 
of glass brick, that can be taken 
down at will to change the size of 
rooms to meet certain require-
ments. Cheap electricity will lead 
to more heating and cooking by 
that means. Plastic shirt-buttons, 
that will not cut the thread that 
holds them nor break in the 
wringer, will outlast the fabric to 
which they are attached. 
CALLING AMERICA-
With Stuart Chase as special 
editor, the May Survey Graphic 
presents the eighth number in its 
"Calling America" series. It is 
entitled "From War to Work" and 
again is an outstanding achieve-
ment. Its articles, charts and illus-
trations covering approximately 
ninety pages offer a full discussion 
of the problems involved in arriv-
ing at an adequate answer to the 
question of "how to get full em-
ployment and keep it going." The 
discussions are based upon the as-
sumption that "reasonably full 
employment after this war will be 
the test of the survival of our 
democracy." Rather than attempt 
to single out articles on some of 
the phases of the vast and critical 
task, we heartily recommend this 
special issue in its entirety. No 
one interested in the thinking 
which is being done about the so-
cial and economic conditions in 
the postwar world can afford to 
miss this excellent collaboration 
of expert opinion. 
PLAGIARISM 
In "Hey! You Stole My Story" 
(Satevepost) we are taken behind 
the scenes on the question of 
plagiarism in reference to the 
movies. Though many people hon-
estly believe a plot of theirs has 
been stolen to make a film and 
sometimes sue for huge sums, it is 
seldom that anyone collects, be-
cause the film companies employ 
experts to investigate all such 
claims and can usually show proof 
that there was no plagiarism. One 
story quoted by the authors of the 
article is sufficiently interesting in 
our opinion to be made into a 
very fine film. 
Motion Picture 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most 'Powerful forces. 
T HE land of the free and the home of the brave is on the 
spot. World War II has turned a 
blinding searchlight on these 
United States of America. We are 
the arsenal of democracy. Our 
constitution has become a pattern 
of government for freedom-loving 
people everywhere; our rich fields 
and unlimited natural resources 
bring new hope to the starving 
and destitute victims of total war. 
The eyes of a tortured world look 
to us for relief now and for re-
habilitation in the future. The 
American way of life seems unbe-
lievably easy and luxurious to 
those who have for so long lived 
precariously and stringently. The 
very word America has become 
pregnant with meaning for the 
enslaved millions who wear chains 
forged by totalitarian might. Thus 
we have had forced upon us a 
responsibility terrifying in its pos-
sibilities and in its implications-
a responsibility which cannot be 
shirked or ignored. The time for 
that is long since past. Democ-
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racy is on trial; it must be de-
fended and upheld on many fronts 
and with diverse weapons. More 
and more we realize that Amer-
ican-made motion pictures can be 
an important medium in the shap-
ing of world-thinking and world-
planning. 
Some weeks ago Dennis W. Bro-
gan, able English historian and 
don at Cambridge University, 
wrote in an article in the New 
York Times: 
The movies are innocently the most 
revolutionary instrument that has 
come from America since the Declara-
tion of Independence . . . . The 
United States is now associated all 
over Europe with a series of visual 
images that the European people find 
attractive. America is a background 
for the movies. 
Is this powerful agency to be 
used for or against us? That is for 
us to decide. We can demand pic-
tures which reflect our national 
life intelligently and truthfully, 
and we can be equally firm in our 
condemnation of American-made 
I 
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films which create false or dis-
paraging concepts of the people of 
other nations. 
As a result of a poll conducted 
by theatre managers all over the 
country, the production of new 
war pictures has been sharply cur-
tailed. This change of policy will, 
of course, not become apparent 
for some time since there are many 
war films already begun or await-
ing release. It isn't easy to write 
or to produce really fine pictures 
about a war which is still being 
waged. The subject is too big. 
Playwrights and producers are too 
close to a fluid picture to achieve 
proper perspective and balance. 
Passion and prejudice becloud 
their vision and their understand-
ing. 
This Land is Mine (RKO-Ra-
dio, Jean Renoir), which recently 
had its world-premiere under the 
sponsorship of radio station 
WL W, is one of the most effective 
films to come out of a world-shak-
ing cataclysm. It has as its princi-
pal theme a devastating indict-
ment of the totalitarian aggressors 
and their Quisling collaboration-
ists. It is a serious picture and an 
ambitious one. It drives home the 
hard lesson that freedom must be 
fought for, that democracy de-
mands devotion and sacrifice, that 
there can be no compromise with 
tyrants and traitors, that no gov-
ernment can be better or stronger 
than the foundation it builds in, 
and through, its children. For 
those who would have peace at 
any price the film recalls words 
written long ago by the Roman 
historian Tacitus: "They made a 
desert. And they called it peace." 
This Land of Mine is not without 
flaws. There are moments when 
the tense psychological drama 
loses force and plausibility in 
spite of an excellent cast and ex-
ceptionally good direction. 
Although Commandos Strike at 
Dawn (Columbia, John Farrow) 
has been stripped of some of the 
phony flourishes and overworked 
melodrama which have character-
ized most Hollywood war films, it 
retains the old, misleading picture 
of fat and blundering Nazi sol-
diers and officers. Thanks to the 
convincing acting of Paul Muni 
and a splendid supporting cast, 
the story of the invasion and the 
occupation of a quiet Norwegian 
village and the gradual transfor-
mation of the peaceful villagers 
into hard-hitting saboteurs moves 
smoothly and steadily to a dra-
matic climax when the Comman-
dos storm the cliffs and crags of 
the picturesque coast of Norway. 
But is it wise or desirable to de-
pict the cruelty and the brutality 
of hand-to-hand combat in a man-
ner which suggests obscene gloat-
ing and triumph? 
The Immortal Sergeant (2oth 
Century-Fox, John Stahl) unfolds 
a tale which has been told before. 
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But if a vivid portrayal of the dis-
comforts and hazards of desert 
warfare makes us mindful of the 
fact that our own sons are being 
subjected to these selfsame haz-
ards and discomforts, this picture 
will have served its purpose. 
The Amazing Mrs. Holliday 
(Universal, Bruce Manning) is 
jamjacked with surefire tear-jerk-
ers and tried and true laugh-get-
ters. Background-the war, here 
at home and in China. Plot-the 
efforts of orphan Deanna Durbin 
to keep eight other orphans, ref-
ugees of various nationalities, with 
her. Characters-charming Dean-
na, eight winsome youngsters of 
assorted age and sex, and an able 
supporting cast which includes 
Edmont O'Brien, Barry Fritzger-
ald, and Arthur Treacher. For 
added trimmings we have Dean-
na's singing and her first grown-
up glamor wardrobe. Now, who 
would be mean enough to crab 
because the picture is utterly fan-
tastic? I ask you! 
China Girl (2oth Century-Fox, 
Henry Hathaway) adds another 
chapter to Hollywood's favorite 
pipedream of the rough and tough 
young American who stages a one-
man invasion of a foreign land ,to 
demonstrate American aggressive-
ness to the poor, benighted na-
tives. Apparently there isn't any-
thing these fabulous creatures 
can't do. Although China Girl 
runs true to form, it rises a little 
above its companion pieces. Gene 
Tierney's acting shows great im-
provement. 
The Hard Way (Warner Bros., 
Vincent Sherman) is a surprising-
ly effective retelling of the sordid 
and depressing story of an un-
scrupulous woman's rise to fame 
and riches. Ida Lupino, in the role 
of the harpy who destroys anyone 
or anything standing in her way, 
turns in a fine performance. 
High on the list of pictures I 
can do without is Pittsburgh (Uni-
versal, Lewis Seiler). Shallow, pre-
tentious, and vulgar, it makes sor-
ry advertising at a time when we 
should be putting our best foot 
forward. 
Somewhere along in the 192o's 
people packed the legitimate the-
atres to see a very poor play called 
White Cargo. After a long run the 
show folded; but White Cargo re-
fused to stay buried. Twice its 
frail skeleton has been disinterred, 
clad in colorful trappings, given a 
shot in the arm, and turned loose 
on long-suffering motion-picture 
audiences. The current incarna-
tion of White Cargo (M-G-M) has 
a topnotch cast, including Walter 
Pidgeon; but it is still very thin 
fare. 
You Were Never Lovelier (Co-
lumbia, Wm. A. Leiber) co-stars 
Fred Astaire and Rita Hayworth 
in a gay and tuneful musical film. 
Not quite up to the high stand-
ards of earlier Astaire pictures, 
___ I 
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this is nevertheless delightful en-
tertainment. 
Whistling in Dixie (M-G-M) 
continues the Red Skelton mys-
tery series. The 1-Dood-It boy's 
faithful fans will enjoy the fear-
some and mystifying experience 
which befalls Red in the role of 
a famous radio detective. 
All I can say about Abbott and 
Costello's latest picture, It Ain't 
Hay (Universal, Erie C. Kenton), 
is that is isn't good comedy or 
even grade A "corn." 
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0 3. Tht Enigma ol Admiral Darlan, by 
Alec de Montmorency .......... 2 . 50 
0 4 . The Sea Is So Wide, by Evelyn 
Eaton ...................... 2.50 
0 5. Georgia Boy, by Erskine Caldwell. 2 .00 
0 6. Capricornia. by Xnier Herbert ... 3 .00 
0 7. One World, by Wendell L. Willkie 
. ..................... $1.00. 2.00 
0 8. Three of a Kind, by James M. Cain 2.50 
0 9. Masters of Mobile W«rfare, by El-
bridge Colby . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.00 
0 13. Gianta Gone, by Ernest Poole .... 2.75 
0 H. A Circle in the Wa~tr, by Helen Hull 2.50 
0 15 . Beneath Another Sun, by Brnst Loth 2.75 
0 16. Pageant of the Popes, by John Far-
row .................. .. . .. 3.50 
0 17. The Heart Returneth, by Vera Lebe-
deff . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.50 
0 18. Muskego Boy, by Edna and Howard 
Hong ..... . .......... . .... . 2.00 
0 19. The Castle of Contentment, by 
Jaegermtsur Plov . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.00 
0 10. Behind the Sulfa Drugs, by lago 0 20. The Little Prince, by Antoine de 
Galdston, M.D. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.00 Saint-Exupery . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.00 
THE CRESSET Date .......... . ............ . 
8 7 5 North Dearborn, Cbicaco, Illinois 
Gentlemen: Please send the undersiined, postpaid, the above books, for which I enclose $ .. . ...... . 
in full payment. 
NAME ................. .... . , ................ . CITY .......... .. ......... .. . . 
ADORE~ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STATE ....................•..• 
OUR rna jor article this month is the remarkable human in-
terest story of a great man. His 
name is now probably unknown 
except to a few among our older 
readers. We are grateful to our 
them effectively. Our readers may 
expect the next issue of THE 




W. G. Polack, for 
recreating the pic-
ture of a man who 
was typical of the 
best in the nine-
teenth century 
Church. In a day 
when it has be-
come fashionable 
to criticize the 
clergy it is good 
for us to remem-
ber that there 
still are many like 
Doctor Frank. 
The 
deeply gratified to re-
port that our sub-
scription list has 
again taken a 
sharp upward 
turn during the 
past six months. 
Our gratitude to 
our readers who 
have done much 
to publicize THE 
CRESSET among 





CONTRIBUTORS Our guest re-
viewers this month 
are William D. 
Loy, Instructor in 
English at Valpa-
raiso U ni versi ty 
(Georgia Boy~ 




ing costs have . 
compelled the Editorial Board to 
combine the July and August is-
sues of THE CRESSET into one is-
sue. A number of alternative plans 
were proposed, but after consider-
able discussion the editors felt 
th~t the majority of our readers 
would agree with this amalgama-
tion of two issues. The editorial 
problems involved in such a de-
cision are, of course, real and im-
portant, but we hope to solve 
Three of a Kind)~ W. P. Cortel-
you, Professor of Chemistry at 
Valparaiso University (Behind the 
Sulfa Drugs)~ and Patterson Mc-
Lean Friedrich (A Circle in the 
Water~ Beneath Another Sun). We 
would remind our readers again 
that all unsigned reviews are by 
members of the Editorial Staff. It 
will be noted that our busy editors 
still contribute the greater part of 






I. In "Notes and Comment" the editors will continue their 
brief comments on the world of public affairs and modern 
thought. 
II. Major articles during the coming months will include: 
:Moulders of American Life 
Progressivism in Education 
How Bad Are the Movies? 
Kierkegaard: Christian Thinker 
Ill. In future issues the editors will review, among many 
others, the following books: 
Education for Freedom ............ Robert M. Hutchins 
George Washington Carver . ............. Rackham Holt 
A 1\1ingled Chime: An Autobiography 
.............................. Sir Thomas Beecham 
The Fifth Seal . ......................... Mark Aldanov 
Number One ......................... John Dos Passos 
A Time to Act . ................... Archibald MacLeish 
The His tory of Music in Pe1formance . . Frederick Dorian 
Between the Da'rk and the Daylight . ........ Nancy Hale 
Four Quartets .............................. T. S. Eliot 
We Cannot Escape History .......... . John T. Whitaker 
Wide Is the Gate . ...................... Upton Sinclair 

